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Enter Richard D&k? °f Gloccjler 7 foUis* 

N Ow is the winter^of difeontent, * g ^£kiZl 

Made glorious fommer by this forme ofYorke: 

And all the cIoude3 that lowrd vpon our houfe, £zt£T 
In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried) 6,imA * 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, , 

Our krufed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our rteme alarum sclyngd to merric meetings, 

Our dreadful! marches to delightful! pieafures. 

Grinvvifagdc warre,hath fmoothde his wringled front, 

And now in Head of mounting barbed (lceds, 

To fright the foules of fearcfull aduedarics, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a louc. t Mou e . -- - 

But I that am not (barpe for fportiue trices, 4 fc- 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glaife, 

I that am rudely ftampt,and wantloues maieftie 
To flrut before a wanton ambling Ny mph 5 
I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dilTembling nature, . 

Dcformd, vnfinifht, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfem adevp. 

And thatfo lamely and vnfafh ionable, 

That dogs barke at me as /halt by them: 
why /in this weakc piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to palie away the time, 

VnleiTe to fpic my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformities 
And therefore fince /cannot prouc a louet 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpo£en daies, 

I am determined to proue a villainc, 

And hate the idle pieafures ofthefe daies 
Plots haae I hid , induflions dangerous, 

_A_iiA_: j 
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The Tragedie 

Bydrun^cn prophcfics, libels and dreames, 

To let my brother Clarence and theming, 

1 n deadly hate the one againfl the other, 

And filing Edward bcastrueand in ft 
As I am lubti!e,falfc*nd trccherous;. 

This day fliouid Clarence dolely be mew d vp,. inowed 

About aprohefie which faies that G. £ p- vpU 

Of Edwards heircs the murthcrcr lliall bee. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule, ' Enter CUYev.cc vith 
Here Clarence comes, a guard#} men. 

Brother, good dayes, what means this armed guard 
That wattes vpon your grace.? 

CU. His maieftie tendering my perlbos fafetie hath ap. 
Thiscondutfttoconuey me to the Tower. (pointed 



if 



Glo. V pon what caufe f . 

Cla. Bccaufe my name is George. 

Glo. AhcV my Lord, chat fault is none of yours, 

He fhould for that commit your goodLth ers.- 
O belike his maieftie hathlome intent. 

That you Hull be new chriftncd in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know ? 

CU. Yea Richard when.1 know , for / proteft 
As yet / do nor, but as I can Icarne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crolfc-rowe pluckes the letter G s 
And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

Hts illue difinherited (liould be, 
y/nd for my name of George begins with G, 

It fcHowcs. in his thought that l am he, 

Thefcas /iearne,and (uch like toyesasthefe, 

Haue moued his highnefte to commit me now 
Glo.ivhy this it is when men arerulde by women, 

Tis not the king thatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray' his wife, Clarence tis ftiee ^he. 

That tempts him to this cxtermitic : *$&*£*■' 

Was iTnotTTie and that good man ofworfhip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Haftingsto the fewer, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered f . 

Wears mtt/afeCfiftfcrte* nrKteretretj^St^ 



tats* 



/g tnfj 






of Richard the third; 



/7 7c^n L#/ 

OrxPfop ' 



~ T/f tA -' 




CU. By heauen /thinke there is no man fecurde 
But the Queenes kindred, and night-walkig Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt t he king and MiflrdleShoare: 

- Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings wastQ herforhisddiucrie? 

Glo. Humble complaining to herdeitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie, 
lie tell you what, I chinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe in fauour'with rhe King, 

To be her men, and wrare her liuery, 

The icalom orewerne widow and herfeJfe, 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are mightiegoftips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befecch your graces both to pardon me .? 

His maieftie hath Itraigbtly giuen in charge, 

That no man lliall hauepriuate conference, 

Of what degree focuer with his brother. 

Glo Euenfo&pleafeyour worftup Brokenbury, 

You may partake ofany thing we fay : 

We fpca^e no treafon man, wefat the king 
Is wife and vertuousi, and his noble Queenc _ 

Well ftroo4einyearcs,faire,and not icalous, 

Wc fay that Shores wife hath a pretie footc, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleating tongues 
slnd thatthCQueenes kindredare made gentle folkcs: 

How lay you fir, can you deny all this .? 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my felfebsuenaughttodo 
^.-Naught to do with Miftrcllc Shore. I tell thcc fellow. 
He tkat doth naughty with her, excepting one, r,^A/- 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone. & 

Bro. Whet one my Lord .? 

Glo. Her husband^naue, wouldft thou betray me ? 

Bro. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, and with all for. 
y-our conference with the noble Duke ru 

CU. tv c know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey ** 

Glo. trcarc thcQuccnes Abiefts and uiuft obey ° 7 * 
brother farewell, I will vnto the King 
And whatfoeuer you will imploy n c io 
Were it to call King Edward# widow’ll fter, 



\j/u 
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TheTragcdie 

I will performcitto infranchifc you, 

Meanc time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

CU. I knew it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonment (hall nofbc long. 

I will deJiuer you, cr lie for you, 

Meane ti me haue patien ce. 

Cla. I mud preforce, farewell. Exit. Cl*. Jjztfei'tt. ii n 

GU.Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere returns. 

Simple piaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo, 

That I will fiiortly fend thy foule to heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at cur hands: 

But who comes here, the new deliueredHaftings ?■ 

“ Enter Lord Haflingt. 



Hafl. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamherlaiuc; 

CoUi n^^r Well are you welcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lordfliip brookt imprifonment ? 

Haft . With patience^ noble Lord ) as prifoners mud: 
But I lhall liuc my Lord to giue them thankes. 

That were the caufc of my imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (lull Clarence too, 
Fcr thay that were your enemies are his, 

And hauepreuaildas mOchon him as you. 

Haft. More pittic that the Eagle (hould be mewed, 
While Kites and Buzars prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad l 
Hafl. No newes fb bad abroad, as this at home : 
ThcKingis fickly,wcake and melancholy, 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 



At 



iitti. 



Sit 



Oh he hath kept an euii diet long 
And ouermuchconfumed his royall perfon, \ 

Tis.vcry greeuous to be thought vpon, 

What, is he in his bed ? 

Hafl. He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and I will follow you. Exit. Hafl 

He cannot liuc 1 hope, and nsuft not die 
Tdl George be packt withpod horfevpto heauen, 

fie ir.-fo vive his* hatred move to CT.ver. cc ; 



■If ibcl. 



of Richard the third. 

With lyes well deeldwith wcighticarguments, lA jA . 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to line : 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And Icaue the vorldfor me tobujleli in : 

For then lie marry Warvvicksyoungcd daughter. 

What though I kild her husbar.^ and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: , 

The which will I, not allfo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her which I mud reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfc to market : 

Clarence dill breathcs. Edward dill liues and raignes, 

When they arc gone, then mud I count my gaincs. Exit. 

Enter Lady Anne, with t he hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Arne. Set downc,fct downeyour honourable Lord, 

If honour may be flnowded in a hearfe 
Whiled I a while obfequioufly lament 
ThcvntimclyfallofvertuousLancadcr. ' 

Poore kei-cold figure ofa holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfe of Lancader,. 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beitlawfulithatl inuocatethy ghod, \ 

To heare the lamentations ofpoore Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the fdfefame hands that made thefe holes % 

Loe,in thofe windowes that let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe helpelelle blame of my poore cyc$* 

Curd bethe hand that made the fatah holes. 

Curd be the heart that had the heart to do if, 

Morcdircfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee s 
Then I can wifli to ad ders, fpidera, toads, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing that liues. 

If eucr he haue child, abortiue be it, 

Prodigiousandvntimely brought to light s 
Whofevgly and vnnaturallafpcd: 

May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 



■ /A’ 
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The Tragedie 

Ifeuer he foauc wife, let her be made 
M mifcrablc by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfcy with yeOr holy load 
Taken from Panics to be interred there : 

And dill as you area wcaricof the waight, 

Reftyou whiles I lament King Henries coat fe. 

Enter Glofler. 

Glo. Stay youthatbearethecoatfe,and fetltdowne 
La. frhatblackemagitianconiuresvp this fiend 
To ftop dcuotcd charitable deeds i 

/ Glo. Villaioe-Jetdowne the coarfe,or by Saint Paul, 

- Me make a coarfc of him tjiat difobeyes. 

T#d~Gcn. My Lord ftand backe and let the coffin palfe« - ; • 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog.iland thou when l command) 

Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft. 

Or by Saint Paul lie drike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnevpon thee begger for rhy boldues. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc J 
Alas J blame you ndt for you are mortall, 

And morrall eyes cannot endure the druelL 
Auant thou dreadfull minifter of hell, 

Thou badft but power oucr-his mortall bodie, 

His foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saintfbr charitie,be not fo curft. 

La. Foule diue!,for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell : L 

Fild itwitheurfing cries,inddccpccxclaitnc8, 

If thou dclightto viewthy hainous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congcald mouths and bleed afreflt. 

B!u(li,blufii, thoulumpcoffowledeformitie, 

Fortis thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and cmpric vcy ncs w here no blood dwelsC 
Tiay. deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokcs this deludgc mod vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reuengehis death: 

Ob earth which this blood drinkft, reuengeji his deaths 
Either heauen with lightning ftrickethe murtherer dead. 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke, * 

S&t - sis thou doeft fwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
Which his Hcl-goucrndarme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules ofcharitic, 

Which rendtrsgood for bad,bIdlingsforcurfes, 

La. f j|Iannc,rhou ^riowrt no jaw of.God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but Imowcs fome touch ofpittie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no heart. 

Li. Oh wondcrfull when dcuiisrdi the truth. n 
Gio. More wondcrfull when Angels are fo angry, 
‘Vouchfafediuine perfetfion ofa woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me leatie/ 

By circumftance but to acquitc my fclfe. 

La. f ouchfafe defufed infection of a man, 

For thefe knownccuiIs,burtogiuemeIcaue,’ 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient Icifurc to cxcufe my fclfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, bat to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difparc / Hiould acculc my Cclfc. 

La. And by difparing fhouldll thou ftand cxcufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfe, 

Which didcft.vnworthy flaughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew rhem not. 

La. V/hy then they are not dead: 

Butdead they are, anddiuelii]) llaucby thee. 

Glo.l did not^illycurhusband. 

La. Why then be is aliue. 

G/o.Nay, he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand 

Th bl ?! y e , throa ; thou W- QM>cnc Margrct faw 
bbjodly faulch.onfmoking in biTblood, 8 711 
rhewhkphou once didft bend againft herbreft. 

But that thy brother beat alidc the poynr 

“ h 7 by her n.ndS w „ 8UC 

\m, u , ft P rouo ^ d hy thy bloodic ir inde 
I. m cl ? ncDcr drearnt on ougbtsbut kuchervcs 5 
Didfttnou not kill thiskir?p J ri t „ 

In 5' Glo, Igrantx^, 






tOe 

tny 






ThcTragedic 

^.Docft graunt me iKdgchog.thcn God gramme too 

Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

La.Wc is in heaucn,whcre thou ftialtneucr come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither. 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but helL 
Glo. Yes one place elfc,ifye will hcarc me nanrie it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bcd-chambc . 

La. Ill refl betide the chamber where thou licit. 

Glo. So will it Madamc,till I lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladte Anne, 

To leaue this kind incountcr of our wits, 

And fall fomewhat intoa flower methodc; 

Is not the caufer of the time-idle deaths 
Ofthefc Plantagcncts,Henry and Edward, 

As blamefullasthcexecat'oner;' 

La. Thou art thec»ulc,and molt accurit dtcct. 

Glo. Your bcautic was the caufeof that eftecti 
Tour beaiitic which did hauntme in my fleepe,. 

Tovndcrtakc the death of all the world, 

So / might refl thaihoure in your fwcct bofome. 

Lu If I thought that, /tell thee homtc.de, 

Thcfc nailcs Arnold rend that beautiefrom cheekes. /^r 
Glo. Thcfeeies could neuer endure fwcct beauties wrack, 
Youfliould not blemifli them ifl flood by.: 

As all the world is cheated by the Sunne,. 

So / by thatj it is my day, my life. * . 

La. Blac&jiightouerflaadethy day,and death thy life.. 

Glo. Curie not thy felfcfaire creature, thou art both. 

La.\ would / were to be reuengde on thee. 

Glo h is a quarrcll nioft vnnaturall, 

To be reuengde on him that loucth you. 

La. h is a quarrell iuft andrcafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Oid it to hcJpc thee to a better husband. 



ltd. 
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of Richard the third. 

La. His better doth not breath \rpon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him. Glo, Plantagener. 

f£cJ- La. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The felfe fame name, but one of better nature. 

La. F^hcreishee? 

Glo.ttzcrc. Sh(C. (pit tctk at him. 

Why doe fl thou fpit at mc-e? 

La. Would it were mortal! poyfon for thy lake. 

Glo Neuer came poyfon from fofweetea place. 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler toadc, 
jf ti Out of my light , thou doeft infetfl my eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes facet Lady hauc infetfled mine. 

La. ^Touldthey were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might dye at once, 
f/juf For now thy kill mee with a liuing death: 

Thofceycsof thine, from mine hauc drawne fait teares. 
Shamed theirafped with ftorecfchildifli drops, . 

I neuer fued to friend nor encmie, fed 

My tougue could neuer learnefwcete foothing words . ^ 

But now thy beautic is propofdc my fee: 

My proud heart files, and prom pts my tongue to ipcafe, ! 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcomc/or they were made 
For Rifling Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loc here I lend thee this fliarpe pointed fword, 
fF"hich if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome, ^ 

And let the foule forth that adoret h thee: /X Jcrrrtd/A 

I laic it na&ed to the deadly ftrofet 
And humbly beg the death vpon my £nee. A^szL 
Nay, do not pawle, twas / that £ild your husband, 

But twas thy beautie that prouo^cd mee: 
Naynowdifpatch,twasl that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Here {be kt f.faU 

tAj • Take vp the flvord againe,or take vp me. ihejmcrd. 

La. Arifc diffemblei , though I wifli thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will doe if. 

La. I hauealreadic. 

B 2 Glo. 



he \fja z. 
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inc l iagcaie 

Gb, Tu(h,that was in ths.ragc: 

Speake ir againe,and euen with the word, 
yyu. That hand which for thy Louc did kill thy louc, 

Shall for thy louc kill a farre truer lout*, 

To both their deaths thou (halt be accclTarie. . 

La. I would [ knew thy heart. 

Gb. Tis figureTin my tongue. 

La. 1 fcarc me both are falfc. 

Glo. Then ncuer man wastruc. 

La. Well, well, put vp your (word. 

Glo . Say then my peace is made. 

Zrf.ThatJhallyouknow hereafter. 

Glo. Box. I (hall hue in hope. 

La. All men /hope liuefo, 

Glo. V ouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue, 

Glo. Look how this ring incompaileth thy finger* 

Euen fo thy bread inclofcth me poorc heart. zzaf. 

U'taAf' Were both cfthem,for both of them are thine> 

And ifthy poorc fuppliant may /jfi r> c 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirmc hishappincirc foreuer : 

La. What is it ? 

Glo. That it would plcafc thee lcauc thefc fad defignes* 

To him thatJiath more caulc to be a mourner, 

And prefently rc-pairc to Crosbie place, 

Where after / hauc folemnely enterred 
At Chert fie Monaftcrie this noble K\ ng, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tcares, 

I will with afi expedient dutic fee you: 

Fprdiuers vn^powne rcafons,! bcfeech you 
Graunt me this boonc. 

La. tv ithall myhearf,& muehitioycsme too, 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Treffill and Bartl^jgoc along with me. y 

. Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La, T i s mere then you deferue; 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you 

Imagine I bauefaid farewell alrcadic. Exit. jyd '-v- 0, :i>* 






of Richard the third. 



Gb. Sirs,takevp the corfc. 



Mli 

Triage- 



Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

Gb. No: to White Fryers: there attend my confining. 
Was cucr worn jn in this humor woed l Exeunt. Manet Gb. 
ff'is cucr wotuan in this humour wonne ? 
llchaueher,butlwill not keepe her long. 

M 'hatlthat icild her husband and her father, £z 
To take her in her hearts extreafnefl hcatc : - £*S£ 

With curies in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnclfe ofher hatred by : 

Hauing God,herconfcience,and thefc barresagainfl n»e, 

And I nothing to backe my tuitc withall 

But thcpIaine-Diucll and dillemblinglookes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah ? e* 

Hath flic forgot aireadie that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fomc three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A Tweeter and a louclier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitic of nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royatf, 

Thefpacious world cannot againcaffoord. 

And will (he yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwcete Prince* 

And made her widdow to a wofull bed ? 

On mc,whofcall not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapcn thus? 

My dukedome to be a beggerly denier, 

I do miflakc my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life fhc finds, although I cannot 
My fclfc,to be a maruailous proper man. 
lie be at ch arge s for a Looking-glalk, 

And entertainefome fcore or two oftailors 
To fiudicfafhionsto adore my bodie, 

Since /am crept in fauour with my fclfe, 

I will maintainc it with a little coft. 

But firft lie turnc you fellow in bis graue, us*. 

And then returnc lamenting to my loae. 

Shine out fairc funne,till I hauc boug ht a glafTe, 
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me irageaie 

V.nter j£«#f»*,Lord RiuersandGraJ. _ 

Ri Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maicltie, 

Will (bone recouer his accuflomed health. 

Gray, la that you brooke it ill, it make* him wotfc, 

Therefore for Gods Cake entertainc good comfort. 

And cheare his grace with quickcand merry words. 

Qu. if he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Ri. No other harmebut loifeof fucha Lord. 

ThelolTcoffuch a Lord includesall harrne. 

G^y. The heauens haue bled you with a goodly fonne. 

To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Jj)u. Oh he is yong.and his minorittc 
Is put vntothetruft of Rieh.Glocefter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he (ball be Proteftor ? 

Jga. It is determined, not concluded yer, 

SuTfo it muft be if the king mifearrie. Enter Buck. Darby. 

Gr . Herecomes the LordsofBuckingham and Darby. 

Buc. Good time ofdayvnro your royall grace. 

Dar. GodmakcycurmaiedieioyfuIIas you hauebene. 

The CountelTe Richmond good my Lord of Darby 
To your good praiers will fcarccly fay, Amen : 

Yet Darby, notwithQanding dices your wife. 

And loues not me, be you good Lord allured 
1 hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. Ibefeech you either not beleeue ■ 

The enuious (launders ofheraccufers, 

Or if die be accufde in true report, 

Iicare with her weakened, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward ficknctfe,and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you the king to day my LordofDarbie ? 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Game from vifiting his mated ie. 

(>)a. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 

Rite. Madame^good hope, his grace fpeakes chcarfully. l ° i 

On. God graunt him health, did you confer with him i 
hue. Madame we did: Hedclircs tomakcattonemcnt 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloceder and your brothers, 

And bctwiju them and my LordGhambcrlaine, 

And 



endur 



ofKichard the third. 

And fent to warne them to his royall prcfcnce. 

Would all were well, but that will ncuer be. 

I fearc our happinelfe is at the highed. Enter Gloceder 
Glo. They doc me wrong, and I will not indurc it. 

Who are they that complaincs vnto rhe king ! 

That I forfooth am dernc and loue them not: 

By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That dll hisearcs with fuch dillcntious rumors : 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and Ipeakc fa ire r 
Smile in mens faces, fmooth,dcceiuc, and cog, 

Ducke with French nods, and apifh courtefie, 

I mud be held arankcrousenemic. 

Cannotaplainc man liueand thinke no harrow 
But thus in Ample truth mud beabufdc 
By filken flic inlinuating Iackes ?. 

Ri. Tow hom in ajj this prcfcnce fpeakes your grace ? 

Glo. To tlice,that haft nor honeftie nor grace*. 

When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or rhee,or thee, or any of your fa&ionf 
A plague vpon you all .His royall perfon 
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifli) 

Cannot be quietfcarcea breathing while, 

Butyou mud trouble him with lewd complaints. 4*- . 

Brother ofGloccfler,you miftake the matter : 

Tnc king of his ownc royall difpofition. 

And not prouok t by any futcr cJfc, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward artions fliewes itfclfc 
Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfc: * 

Makes him to fend, that therebyhc may gather 
1 he ground ofyour ill will, and to rcmouc it. 

/ , Gb- I cannot tell, the world is growne lb bad, 

***** That Wrens mjy.prey where Eagles dare nor pcarch. 

Since euery Iacke becamea gentleman 
There s man? i gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

gu. Come, come, wc know your meaning brother Glo 
You enuic mmeaduancement and my friends, 

God gramwcncucr may haueneed ofyou. 

Glo. Mcanc time, God gram that we haue need of you, 
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me 1 rageaic n 

Our brother is imprifonedbyyour meanes. 

My fclfc difgraccd,and the Nobilitic ' j 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions / 

Arc daily giuen to enoble thofe, 

Thatfcarcc fomc two daics fince were worth a noble. 

By him that raifdc me to this carcfull height. 

From that contented hap w hich I enioyed, 

I neuer did inccnfehis Maicflie 
Again fl the Duke ofClarcnce,but haue becne 
An earned aduocat to plcade for him. 

My Lord, you do melhaaifull iniurie, 

Faifdy to draw me in thefe vilc fufpcfls . 

Glo. You may denie that you were not the caufc, 

Ofmy Lord Hidings late imprifonment. 

Ren. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may,L.R'uers,why whoknowesnotfo-3 
She may doc more fir then denying that : 

She may help you to many fairc preferments, ^ 

And then dcnic her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What my (lie not i (lie may, yea marrie may (he. 

Reft. Wha t mar ry may flic ? 

Glo. What marry may (he? marry with a King 
A batchcler,a handfomc dripling too. 

I wisyourGrandam had w orfer match. 

My L. of Gloccftcr,rhauc too long borne 
Yourbluntvpbraidings,and your bitter feoffes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maicdie, 

With thofe grofTe taunts I oftenhauc endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd, 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted/corned, and baited at — gg /erjga, 

Smal ioy haue I in being England* Queene. Maroret. 

And Icfncd be that fmall,God I be fccch thee, 

Thy honour, date, and fcatc is due to me. 

Glo . What? threat you me with tctling ofthc King? 

Tell himandfparenot,looke whatl fayd, fiiu'c 

I will auouch in prefence ofthc King : 

Tis time to fpeake, my paines are quite forgot. . 
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of Richard the third. 

Slu. Mar. Out diuel , /rememfeerthem too wclf. 

Thou flowed my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Teuxburic. 

Glo. Ere you were queene, yea or youf husband king, 

I wasapack-horfein his great affaires. 

A weeder our ofbis proud aduerfaires, 

A liberal! rewarder of his friends.- 
T 0 royalize his blood ( fpilt mine ownc. 

Sj*. Mar. Ten, and much better blood, then his or thine. 

Glo. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
jrcrcfatffiousfor the houfeofLancader: 

And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
/n Margarets battalcat Saint Albons flame : 

’Let me put in your minde r ifyoars forget 
^hat.you haue bene ere now, and what you are.- 
Wthall, what /haue bene, and what I am. 

Sit*. Mar. A murtherous villaine,and io dill thouart. 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfakc his'fathcr Warwick, 
Ycaind forfwore himfelfc ( which /ciu pardon.) 

Qv. Mar. rv [ iich God rcuenge. 

Glo. To fight on Edwards.partiefor the crewne, 

And for his meede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards fofc and pittifull like mine, 

I am too childifli fooliili for this world. 

So. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hame,and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodcmon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord of Gloccftcr in thofe bufic daies, 

Which here you vrgeto prouc vs enemies, 

Wq followed then our Lord, our lawful 1 King, 

So fliould we you,ifyou fhould be our £ing. 

Glo. If /fliould be ? I had rather be a pedlcr, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

/£ u / £u. Nar . As little ioy ( my Lord) as you fuppofc 

; Ton lliouldenioy,wereyouthiscountriesking, 

As little ioy may you'fuppofe in me, 

That l enioy being the Queene thereof, 

* Jit*. Mar. A litle ioy cnioycs the Queene thereof, 

For^am (lie, and altogether ioyleffc. 
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I can no longer hold roc patient. 

Heart mcyou wrangling Py rates that fall out, 
z in tharing out that which you hauc pild from me s a / 

/ ^hich it you trembles not that l ooke on me ? 
r '~~ " Ifnct,that I being Qucenc, you bow likc fubieds, 

Yet that by you dcpoldc ,you quake like rebels: 

O gentie villaine,do not tume away. 

Gle. Foule wrinkled witch,whatma£ft thou in my fight l 
cu. M. But repetition of what thou hadmard, 

ThaTwill l make, before l let thee goe: 

A husband and a fonne thouowcd to me, 

Andthoua ^jngdoroc, all ofyou allcagcance: 

The forrow that I hauc, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafures you vfurpc,js mine. 

Gle . The curfemy noble father laid on thee, 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 

5JJJJ And w ith thy (corne drewd riuers from his eyes, 

And then to dric them, gaud the Duke a clout, , / 

Stecpt in tjie blood of prcttic Rutland s- 
His curfes then from bitternede of foule, 

Denounc'd againd thee, are fallen vpon thee, tr< -Sin 

And God, not we, hath plagudethy bloodic deed. 
gu. So iud is God to right the innocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouled deed to day that babe, 

And the mod rocrcilefle that cucr was heard of. 

Ri, Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 

Dorf. No roan but prophccied reuengc for it. 

\ B w. Northumberland then prcfent,wept to fee it. 

What. ? were you fnarling all before / came, 

Readie to catch each other by the throat, 
tJc And tume you now your hatred all on me ? >**2£ 

Did Yorkes dread curfe prewaile fo much withheauc, 

That Henries death, my lonely Ed wards death, 



faf- Their kingdomcs. lolfe .my wofull banifbmcnt, 

’ Could all but anfwcre fot that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes t 
if notby warre,by furfet dieyour^ing .? 

OlArfJ A s our by murder, to make him a £ing. 

Edward 



of Richard the third.’ 

w Edward thy fonne, which now it Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of fFales, 

Die in his youth,by like vntimely violen ce, 

Thy felfe a Quccne, for me that was a Qucenc, 
p FOut liuc thy glorie,like my wretched fclfc; 

Long mail} thoulsuc to waile thy childrens lode, 

An d Ice another, as / fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie. as thou art dald in mine: 

Long die thy happic daics beforethy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queenc, 

Riuers and Dorfct,you were (landers by, 

JcvL And fo was thou Lo. Had ings, when my fonne 

Was flabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyou may liue your naturallage, 

Butby (bme vnlookt accident cUt off. 

Glo. Haue doncthy charmc thou hatefull withered hag. 

£». M. And leauc out thcci 1 day dog, for thou flialt hear me, 

I f heauen haue any grccuous plague in (lore. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wiih vpon thee : 

Oletthcmkecpcit till thy finnes be ripe, * 

: And then hurlc downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poorc worlds peace; 

The wortnc ofconfcience dill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpe&fortraytors whilethou liued, 

And ta k$ deepe tray tors for thy deared friend s, 
tftk No deepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, egg* 

V nlede it be whiled fomc tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell ofvglydiucls, 

Thou cluifh roarkt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wad feaid in thy natiuitie 
The flaoe of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers bcauie wombe* 

Thou loathed iduc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou ragofhonour,thoudctedcd,&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Qa. M. Richard. Glo. Ha. 

Q«. Ma. I call thee not. 

' Glo. Then I crie thee raereic: for I had thought 

" — — T. .t 1 Thou. 
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*7». T.he Tragedie 

6U Thou hadficald me all thefe bitter names. ,, 

Jjht. Ma *. Why To 1 did,butfoq£tfor no reply. 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

Glo. ris done by mc.and ends in Margaret, U cltc > 

X-Qu. Thus haue you breathed your curie again Ityour 
^/. M. Poore painted Qaecnc,vaine flourilh of my for- . 
tf'hy'drcwft thou fugcr on that botlcd fpider , (tunc: 

Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about? 

Foole, foole, thou whet ft a knife to kill thy fclfe, 

The time will cotnc when thou (halt wifli for me, 

W^To helpe theecurfe that pojfoncd,bunchbackt toade. 

Haft- Falfc bo ading woman.end thy franttke curie, 

^ Lead to thy harmc thou rnoue our patience. 

£>u. M. Fonle flume vjttp you, you haue ojl mou drome* 

Ri. Were you well fcru’tf you would be taught your duty. 

//- # - £ki- To ferue me well, you aU flioulddo medutie, 

— * z ' y 'Teach me to be your^Quecncjand you my fubcicts: 
faw. O, ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutic. 

" ~ Dor(. Difpute not with her, (he is lunatique. 

cu. M. peacemaker Marquette, you arc malapert. 

Your fire* new dampcofhpnour is fcarce currant: 

O thatyour young nobilitic could iudge, 
jp'hat t’were to loole it and be miferablc? 

They that Hand high, haue many: blafts to fhake them, 

An d if they fall they dafh them felucs to pecces. isss f - r s^^ 
Clo.G ood counlcll marry ,learne it,lcarnc it Marques. 

Dorf It toucheth y ou ( my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aicry buildeth in the Cxdars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and feernes the funne. 
gu. M. And turnes the funne to fliadc, alas, alas, 

•jrrvYu^ Witncs my funne, now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright out Alining beames, thy cloudic wrath,, 

Hath in cternall darknelfc fculdcd vp : 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neaft. 

O God shat feed it, (Jo not (ufFcr it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, lod be itfo. 

Ruck.Hi\ie done for lhame if not for charitie. 

Vrge neither charitie nor flume to me, 
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of Richard thethrid. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fliamefully by you my hopes arc butchcrd. 

My charitie is outrage, life ray lhame. 

And in my flume ftill liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. , 

O princely Buckingham,! will killc thy hand,. 

In figne oncague and arnitic with thee : 

Now fairc befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our bloud, 

Nor thou within the com paffe ofmy curfe. * 

Bucki Nor no one here, for curfes ncuer pa lie p - 

rior* The lips ofthofc that breath them in the ayre. 

M|1 le not beleeuc but they afeend the skic, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware ofyonderdog, 

Lookc when he fawnes,hc bites, and when he bites, *■' 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their markes on him, 

And all their mini ders attend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? °<joj 

Buck. Nothing that I refped my gracious Lord. 

SKMar. What doefl thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothc th e diucll that I warne thee from 1 (fell, 

G but remember this another day. 

When he fliall fplitthy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteflfe : 

Line each of you the fubie&s of his hate, 
mm- And he to you, and all of you to Gods. Exit, 

~ Haft. My haire doth dand on end to hcare her curfe?. 

Ritt. Andfo doth mine, I wonder fheesat Jibcrtie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 
rW- JjV I ncuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hot to do fome body good, 

That is toocoldc in thinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, heis well repaid, 

G } He 
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The Tragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paincs, 

God pardon them that are the caufcof if. 

Rtu. A vertuous and a Chriftianlike condufion. 

To pray for them that haue done feat he to vs. 

Glo. So do I ener being well aduifde, 

For had I cnrft,now I had cui it my fclfe. 

Cat f. Madatne his niaicflic doth call for you. 

-w/i «^?^| n 4f or y° ur n °k* c Gra -c and you my noble Lord. 

Qu. Catsby,wc come, Lords will you go with vs. 

Ri. Madame, we will attend your Grace. Exeunt ma.Glo. 

Glo. I do thee wrong, and firlt began to braulc, 
w^JUffi fae fccrct mifchiefc that 1 let abroach, 

/lay vnto the grieuous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeed haue laid in darkened: 

1 do bewerpeto many fimpie guls : 

Namely to Ha{tings,Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it|s.thc Quccnc,and her allies 
That ftirre the K.againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceuc me, and withall whet me ujjcM. 

To be reuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 

7&n / But then figh,and with a piece of feripture, 

A Tell them that God bids vs to do good for euill ; 

And thus I cloath my naked villanic 
With old od ends, (telnc out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint,when molt I play theDiuell. 

But foft here comes my executioners. Enter Executioner s. 

How now, my hardy flout refolued mates, 

Arc ye now going to difpatch this deed l 

Exe. We are my Lord,and come to hauc the warrant, .4 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Itwaswellthoughtvpon,Ihaueitheareaboutme. 

When you haue donc.rcpaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs.be fudden in the execution : 

Withall, obdurate j do not heare him pleade, 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps , 

May mouc your hearts to pittie if you mark him, 

Exe. Tufh.feare not, my Lord we will not Hand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

Wc come to vfc our hands and not our tongues. 
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v» x\ivt4.«iu iuc tnira. 

do. Your eies drop milfloncs, when fooles cies drop tears. 

I like you Lads, about your bufinefTc. Exeunt, 

Enter Clar.nce,Br<)kenbury. 

Bro. Why lookcs your Grace fo heauily to day 1 
£la. Oh, I haue part a miferabie night, 

So lull ofvgly fights, ofgafily dreames, 

That as lam a Ghriflian faithfull man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though t'were to buy a world of happie dayfS, 

So full of difmall terror was the time. 

Bro. fP'hat was your dreamc . ? I long to hcarc you tell it. 
Cla. Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundie, 

And in my company t»y brother Gloccller, 

Whofrom my cabbin tempted me rowalkc 
Vpon the hatches, thence wc lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During thewarrcsofYorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen vs: as we part along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
MethoughrthatGloflcr Humbled, and in Humbling 
Strookc me (that thought to flay him) oucr-boord 
Into the tumblingbillowes ofthe maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what painc it was to drown e, 
fFhat dreadfull noyfe of waters in mine cares, ejected* 
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Whatvglyfigh tsof death within mine eyesr 
Me thought I law a thoufand fcarcfuil wracks. 

Ten thoufand men that filliesgnawed vpon, 

W edges of gold, great Anchors, heapes of pearlc, 
Ineflimablc Hones, vnvalued icwcls, 

Some lay in dead mens fcu!s,and in thofe holes 
JVhext eyes did once in habite, there were crept 
As twerej n fcorne of eyes.refletfting gems, ^ 

Which wade the flimie bottom ofthe deepc. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay feattered by. 

Bro. Hadyou fuch Icifure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the feercts of the deepc ? 

cla. Me thought I had : for (til the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it foorth, 
To kccpc thecroptic vafland wandring ayre. 
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But fmothcrcd it within my panting bulke, 

Which alrooft burft to belch it in the fea. 

Broki Awakt you not with this foreagonie ? 

Clar . O no, my dreame was Iengthned after life, 

0 then began the temped to my foule, 

Who part (me thought) the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kmgdomc ofperpctuall night : 

The firil that there did grccte my (hang er foule, strati 
Was my great father in law,renowmcd Warwick, f ' 

Who cried aloud, what feourge for periuric 
Can this darke monarchic afford falfc Clarence ? 

Andfo he vaniflit: then came wandring by, 

A ihadow like an Angelhin bright. haire, 

P a b!cd in bIoud,and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarence is come, fahe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 

That flabd me in the field by Tcuxburte : 

Seazc on himfuries,take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironcd me about, and howled in mincearcs, 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and forafeafonafter, * 

Could not bcleeuebutthatlwasin hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Bro. No marucll (my Lo.) though it affrighted you, «*£»3 
I promife you,r am afraid to heareyou tell it. 

Cla. O Brokenb.uric,I haue done thofc things, 

Which now bearc cuidcnce againft my foule. 

For Edwards (aTce^and fee how herequ/tes me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me. 

My foule is hcauie,and 1 fainc would fleepe. 

Brok- I will (my Lord) God giueyour Grace good reft. 
Sorrow brcakesfeafons.and repofinghowers 
Makes the night morning ; and the noonetide night. 

Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toy le : 

And for vnfelc imagination . 

They often fecle a world of refllcflecam: 

SoiiUt betv ixt titlcs^and Iowc names^ 






©(Richard the third. 

There's nothing differs but theeutward fame. 

The murtherers enter. 

In Gods name what arc you, and how came you hither? r_ •• 

Exe. I would fpea^c wtt&Clarence,and I came hither on my 
Bro.Yea,axc ye lo bride ? O c gs. 

2. Exe. O iir,it is better be briefc then tedious, 

Shew him our commiflion tal<c no more. Heretdgthit* ££* 

Bro. I am in this commanded to dcliucr 
The noble Du£e of Clarence to your hands, 

/will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Becaufclwill bcguiltlcffeofrhe meaning: 

Heercarethe ^eyes,tnere fits thcDu^eallecpe : 
lie to his Maieflie and ccrtific his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe . Do Co, it is a poy nt of^iledome. 

2 . Jf'hatflial! weftabhim as hefleepcs? 

1. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 

fallen he wakes. v 

2. when he wakes, 

Why foolc.hc (hall ncuer wa£e till the judgement day. 
i. r^hy then he will fay we ftabd him (leeping. 

2 7 “hcVrging of that word judgement, hath bred 
A^mdeofremorfc in me. 

I. r^hat,atf thou afraid. ? 

2 a Not to him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damnd W-* 

For filling him, from which no warrantcan defend vs. 

I. Bac^cto the Du% of Glofter,tcll him fo. 

2.1 pray thee flay a while,/ hope my holy humour will 
Chatige,twaswonttoholdme but while one would tel, xx. tauJd 

i. How dooft thou feele thy fclte now/ (me. 

2 Faith (omccertainc dregs ofeonfcience are yet withjn 

1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 . Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 

J . Where is t hy confcicnce now ? 
z. IntheDukeofGloftcrs purfe. 

i, So when he opens his purfe togiue vs our reward, 

Thy confcience flies out. f l yes 

2 . Let it gathers fewe or none will enteraine it. 
i. How if it come to thccagaine ? 

D 



2. lie 



rneTragedie 

i . Tic not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale, 

Butitaccufah hiro,hc cannot ftcale but it checks hin> : 

He cannot lye with his neighbours wife but itdetc&s 
is a bluflu'ng f hamfaft fpirit that mutinies 
Ina mans bofomc : itfiisonefuliofobft-acles, 

It made me once re (lore a piece of gold that /found. 

It beggers any man that kcepcs it : it is tumd out ofall 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing.and eucry 
Man that meanest© hue wcll,endcuours to trull 
To him(e!fe,and to liue without it. 

i Zounds, it is eucn now at my elbow perfwading me 
Notts kill the Duke. 

s Take the dcutll in thy minde 5 and bcleeue him not, 

He woulJ insinuate with thee to make theefigh. 

i 7 'ut,Iam llreug in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant thee. 

4. 2 Stood likca fall fellow that refpedls his reputation, 

Come (hall we to this gcare/ 

i Take hint oucr the cotlard with the hilts o froyf word, 
And then we wil chop him in theMalmfey-butinthc next 
jcaok*; 2 Oh, excellent dcuice,npake a foppe of him. ( roomc: 

1 Harke,he ftirs,(halll flrike? 

2 No, firft lets reafon u ith him. CLi. awakeih. 

C/a. /There art thou Keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 

a 7 ou Ihallhaue wine enough, my Lo. anon. v/'cnO 
Cla. In Gods name, what art thou ? 

2 A man, as you are. 
da. But not as I am,royalI. 
i Nor you as we ai e,loysll. 

C !a. Thy voyceisthunder,butthylookesarehumbIc. 

2 My voycc is now the £ings, my looses mine owne. 

C(a. How darkciy and how deadly doofl thoufpeake/ 

Tell me who are you ? wherefore come you hither ? ra^ncr 
Am To, to, to. 

Cla. To marcher me ? Am. I. 

da. You icarlel^haue the heartsto tell mefo, P , 
And therefore cannot baue the heart s to do it, 

Wherein iny friends haue /offended you / 



Richardthethird. 

1 Offended vs you haue not , but the /Ting. 
da. /(hall be rcconcild to him agair.e. 

2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 
da. Are you caidTortb from out a world of men 
To Hay the innocent/ what is my offence/ 

/There are the euidcnce to accufe me? 

What lawful! queft hauc gsuen their verdift vp 
Vntothe frowning iudgC;>or who pronounc'd 
The bitter fcntencc ofpoore Clarence death, 
Before / be conoid by ceurfc of law/ 

To threaten me with death is mod vnlawfuil: 
/charge you as you hope to hauc redemption, 

By Cirri lls deare blood flied for our greeuous fins 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do, we do vpon com mand* 

2 And he that hath commanded iithe king. 
da. Erromous va(laile,the great King of Kings, 

JaAL Hath in his Tabl es of his Law commanded, 

7 'hatthou (halt doc no murther^and wilt thou then 
Spume at his cdtd,and fulfill a mans/ 
Takeheede,forhc holdes vengeance in his hands, 
Toihurle vpon their heads that breakc his Law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
Forfalfe forfwcaring and for murder too / 

Thou didft receiuefhc holy Sacrament 
TJil To fight in quarrcll of the houfe of Lancafler, 

1 And l’kc a traitor to the name of God, 

Did fllbreake that vow, and with thy trechcrous blade 
'Vnripfl the bowels ofthy foueraignesfonne. 

2 Whom thou wert fworpe to chenfhand defend, 
l Howcanft thou vrgeGodsdreadfull law tovs, 

/Then thou had; broke it in fo deare degree / 

Cla, A!as } for whofefake did /thaf ill deed Z 
For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : 
iw. /Thy firs, he fends vc not to murder me for this, 

For in this finue he is as deep? as I. 

If God will be reoenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrcll from his powcrfull arme, 

' P * 
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He needs no Indirect nor lawful] courfe, 

To cut offthofe that hauc offended him. 

i. Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 
■Ar^^ Whcn gallant fpnng , braue Plantagenet, 

" Ac That Princely Nouicc was ftrooke dead by thee ? 

CU : My brothers ioue^t&e Deuill,and my rage, 
i. Thy brothers loue, the dcuill,and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murthcr thee. 

£vi/rt* CU.-Oh, ifyou loue brother, hate not me, 

j am j-ii s h ro thcr,and l loue him well : 

7rtf£^r /f you be hirde for need .go backcagaine, 

And /will fend you tomy brother Gloceflcr, 

Who will reward you tetter for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydmgs of my death. 

1. You are deceiu'd, vour brother Gloceflcr hatesyou. 
CU. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me dcare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

CU. T ell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 

Bleft histhree fonnes with hisvi&oriousarmc : 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other, 

He little thought of this diuided freindfhip, 

Bid Gloceflcr thinke of thisand he will wecpc. 

Am. I, milftones,as he Icflond vs to weepe. 

CU. O, do not flander him for he is kinde, 
i. Right, as fnow in haruefl, thou deceiufl thy felfe, 

Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be for when I parted with him, 

He hudg tne in hisarmes, and fworc with fobs, * 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

2. Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From thisiworlds thraldoroe : to the ioyes of hcauen. 
i. Make peace with God,for you muft die my Lord. 

CU. Haft thou that holy feelling in thy foule, 

To counfdi me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy ownc foule fo blind, 
a That thou wilt war with God for murdering me ? 

Ah firs confider he that fet you on 

To do this deede, will hate you for this deede, 
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of Richard thethrid. 

2 /That fliall wed©? 

CU . Relent ana fauc your foule?. 
i Raeiu,tis cowardly and womanifb. 

CU. Not to relent, is beaftly fau">ge, and diuclifli Aioeftlfh A’* 1 -’- 

My friend, /fpielon c pittic in thy lookes : 

Oh /f rhy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my lideai:dentreate forme : 

A begging Prmce,what begger pieties not ? 

1 I thus, and thus: if this will notfetue, He pakshim. 

I le chop thee in the malmcfey But in the next roome, 

2 A bloodie deede, and dcfperatcly performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wafh my hand, 

Ofthis meft grieuous guiltie murder done. 

1 Why doeft thounothclpeme ? 

By heauens the Duke ftull know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Takethou the fee, and tell him what I fay. 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

l Sodonot J,goe coward as thou art : 

Now muft I hide his body in lomc hole, 

Vntill the Duke fake ordu for hisburiall: 

And when 1 haue my meed I muft j way, 

For this wil out, and here I muft not flay. Exeunt. i/C. |/ ( <v 

E n ter King, Qnet ne. Raftings, Ritters, &c. 

King. So, now I haue done a good dayes workc, 

You peercs contuauethis vnited league, ^ 

I eueryday expetftan Embalfage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fhall pattto hcauen, tzr 
Since I tiauefet my friends at peace on earth: ' 

Riuers and Haftings, rake each others hand, 

Diflcmble notyoui hatred, fiveare yourloue. 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hate, , 

And with my hand I feale my true heartslouc, 

Haft. Sothriuc I as I fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not bt fore your King, . 

Lead lie that is the fupreme King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden faifhood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Hii 
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Haft. So profpcr 7, as I fwcarc perfcdt loue. 

Km. And 7, as /loue Baitings w ith my heart. 

Km. Madim,yourfcl(corcnot cxiruptin this, 

Nor your fonne Darfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You hauebccne factious one againft the other: 

Wife, loue Lord Bailings, let him kitTe your hand, 

And ‘/hat vou Jo.do it vi.faincdly : 

Here Baitings, l will neuer more remember 
Our ormer hatred, fo thriuc I and mine. 

Dor. Tnus enterchangc of loue, l here proteft, 

Vponroy part Hull bevnuiolable. 

/ 'lit. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Nowprincely Buckingham fealc thou this league, 
Wuhthy embracemcntsto my wiucs allies. 

And make nac happie in your vnitic. 

Bmc. When eucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On vou, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate-,in thofc where I expedt molt loue, 

When I haue molt ncede to itnploy a friend. 

And tiioft allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trechcrous, and full ofguilc 
Be he vuto me.This do I begge of God, 

W hen I am cold in zealc to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

/s this thy vowc vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Gloflcr here. 

To make the pei fed period of this peace. 

Enter Gloccjier. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Gio. Good morrow to my foueraigne king and queene. 
And princely peeres, a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed, as we haue fpent the day: 

Brother, we haue done deedcsofcharitie : 

Made peace of cnmitie,faire loue of hate, 

Rctweene theie (welling wrong incenfcd Peeres. 

Go. A blelfcd labour mo|t loucraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
By falfc intelligence^ wrong furmife, 

Hold 
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1 Holdmeafoe,ifIvnvvitting!y or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prcfencc,! dcfwe 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to beatenmitie. 

/ hate it, and delire all good mens loue. 

Full Madame, I in rrcat peace of you, r^ - ^ - 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyoumy noble coufen Buckingham, 

7feuerany grudge wercfod'gd betweerc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes ; Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed ofalU 
I do not know that Englifh man ahuc, 

With whom my foulc is any ioctcat oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

7thanke mv God for my humilitie. 

£gu A holy day (hail this be kept hereafter, ^ , 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, t 
My foueraigne liege I do befeech your Maieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I off red loue for this, r 

To be thus fcorndc in this royall prefence r 
rrho knowes not thatthenoblcDukcis dead ? 

You do him iniurie to fcorne his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is ? 

All feeing heauen,whata world is this ? 

Bmc. Lookc I fo pale Lord Dorfcft as the reft i 
Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prefence. 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

.Kin. Is Clarence dcad?the order was reuerft. 
ijiiZ But he (poorc fbule) by your fitft order didc : 
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And that a winged Mercury didbeare, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fomc lelTe noble, and lelTe Ioyall, 

Ncercr in bloody thoughts, but not it; blood : 

Deferuc not worfc then wretched Clarence did, 

Arid yetgoc currant from fufpition. Enter Barbie. 





rmruageurc 

Dar. A boonc (my foucraignc) for my fcruicc done, 

Kiu. 1 pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. t 

Dar. I will not rile vnlolfe your highncftegraunt. 

Km. Then fpe.ikc at once, what is it theu deniaundft ? 

Dar. Th-. forfeit (foucraigi e) ofmy feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotuus gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Km. Haue l a tongue to doomc my brothers death, 

And fhail the famegiue pardon to a flaue; 

My brother flew no man, his fault was thoug ht. 

And yet his puuifhment was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduifiic i 
Who fpake of brother, hood ? who of loue i 
Who told me how the poore foule did fo; fake 
The mightie\Varwicke,and did fight lor me ? 

Whc> told me in the field by Tcuxburic, 

?Fhen Oxford had me downe,herefcu^d me, 

And faid,d.tare brother, hue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almofttodi-ath.hcwhc didlappe me, 

Euen in his owne ga rmcnfs .and emc h nhc.fe 
All thin and naked to thcmimbcold night ? 

All this from my icuvmbrance biutifli wrath 
Sinfully p!uckt,and rota man ofycu 
Had lo much gtacc to pur it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your wuighting vatfailcs 
Hauedoneamuvkenfl.og!itcr;and defac'd icf-vf? • 

Tnc precious 1 mage of wur dcarc R -deemer, eLa^^f 
YuU draighcare on your knees fo; pardon, pardon. 

And I vniuftly too, mu A graunt it you 

But for my brorherpota roaft would Ipcakf, tzLScH 

Nor I (vngracious) Ipeake vnto my fi lfe, 

For him, poore (oule : The proudcftefyouall 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet nonenf you would once plead for his life: 

Oh God, Ifeatc thy luftice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 

CotneHaftingSjhclpe me to my cloiet,oh poorc Clarence') 




of Richard the third. 

Glo* This is the fruite o frawnes : marktyou not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Loo^f pale when they did heare ofClarcnce death. 

Oh, they did vrgeit (fill vnto the King, 

God will rcuengeit. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward wirh our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke wish Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam,is our father dead f 

D^t. No boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
d crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you Iooke on vs and fliake your head 2 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father bcaliue? 

Dut. My prettie Cofcns , you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the fidenetfe of the King : 

As loth to loofc him,notyour fathers death : tisrzl 
It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efFctft . 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapableand (hallow innocents, 

7bu cannot geflfe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: lor my good ^nclc Gloccftcr 
• Told me, the ATing prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugdmcin his arme, and kindly £ift my cheeke. 

And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftealc fuch gentle fhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my (hame: 

Tct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Tiling: you iny Fhcle diddiftembIe,Granam. ? 

Dut. I Boy. 

Boy. 1 cannot thinkeit,barke,whatnoife is this 2 

E Eg, 
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Mi Enter the ueene. 

riffle Qv. Who Anil hinder roe to waile andwecpe. 2 Jho Vhc ^ /fo 

' To chide my fortune, and torraentmy feife ! ^ 

He ioyne with bJackeditpaircagainftmy lelfe. scuJt' /fo. 

Andtomy feife bccomean cnemie. 

Dut. What meanea thisfeeane of rude impatience/ 
jQn. To make an a& of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne dur king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the rootc is withred? 

Why v\ it'ier not.the leaues^thc lap being gone.? 

If you wili litre, lament :if die, be bnefe : 

That our fivi ft winged loules may caich the kings, 

Or like obedient lubicfts , follow him 
To his new ^ingdome of pcrpctuall reft. 

Dm. Ah fo much intereft hauc I in thy forrew* 

„ As /had title in thy noble husband: 

I hauc bewept a worthy husbands death, 

-</nd liu’d by looking on his images. 

. But now two mirrors of his princely, femblance, 

Arc crackt in peeces by malignant death,. 

And /for comfort hauc but one fa lie glaile, 

JKhieh greeues me when I fee my fhamc in him* 

Thouarta widow-.yet thou art a mother,. 

And hall the comfort of thy children left thee: 

Bet death hath fnatcht my. children fro mine armes, 

And phiidctrwo crutches from my fceblelimmcs, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufehaue I 
Then, being hut moirie of my gritfe. 

To cucrgo thy plaints and drownc . the cries? /^y. 
mjj. Boy. Good Aunt, you wept notice our fathers death, 

How can wc.tidcyou.with bur kindreds teares? 

G»rl. Our fatherlclfe cl i ftre tic was left vnmoand, 

Tour widowes dolours likewile be vmvept. 

£)ii. Giae.mc no helpc in lamentation, 
lam not barren to.brjng forth laments, 

All fprings redu'cc their currents, to mineeics. 

That I heinggeuernd by the watry nioane. 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 

Oh fort my husband, for my heire Lo. Edward* 
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of Richard the third. 

Arab*. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence^ 

Dm. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence* . 

£hi. What ftaie had l but Edward, and he is gone: j 

< Am. rrbat ftaie had we but Clarence, and hejs gone? i^JSAr 
. Dm, What (Laics had 1 bur thcy,and they are gone? 
im. Was neper widow, had fo deare a Ioffe. 

‘aw. rrjsenerOrphancshad a dearer lode? 

Dut. Wa s euer mother had a dearer Ioffe, 

Alas, I am the mother ofthefe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld mine are general!: 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do / : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not (he; 

Thefc babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, ^ Ao **£ 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powrcall your reares,/am yourforrowes nurfe, 

And/will pamperitwith lamentations. Enter Glofter, 

Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs hauc caufe rrith others. 
To waile the dimming of our Aiming ftarre: 

But none can cure their harmes by w’ailingthcn). 

Madame my mother,! do cry you merefe, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour blcffing. 

Dut. God blelfe thee, and put meeknes m thy minde^ 
Loue,charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Glo. A men, and make me die a good old man. 

^Thats the butt end of my mothers blefting : — 

I maruell why her grace did Ieaue it out i 

Buck. Tou cloudy princes,and hart farrowing pecres, 

Tiiat bcarcthis mutuall heauic load of moanc, 

Now chcarc each othcr,in each others loue : 

Though we hauefpentour harueft for this King, 

Wcare to reapethe harueft ofhisfonne : 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted,fnit,and toy nd together, 

Muft great ly be prefcm’d,cheriAit,and fept. 

Me feemeth good that with fame little train c, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetch* 

Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 
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CV. Then be it fo: and go w.e to determine 
Who they (hall be that draight flu!! pod to Ludlow* 
Madame , and you my mother, will you go, 

Togiue your ccnfuresin this waightiebufinellc. 

Anf. Ff'itb all our hearts Exemt.manet Glo. Buck* 

Buck; My Lord, who euerioumeyes to the Prince ) 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behinde: 

For by the way I le fort occafion, 
faJt. -As index to the floriewc iatci v talk off, 

To parr the Qaecnes proude kindred from the 7Cing, 

Gio.hiy other feJfe, my counfelsconhdonc, 

My O racle , my Prophet.my dearc Cofeii: 

/like a childe will go by thy direction : 

Towards Ludlow then, for wc will not (lay bchindc. Exit. 

Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo fad 5 

2 Cit. I promife you, /fcarccly know my felfe. 

1 Heare you the newe s abroad f 

2 1 that the King is dead. 

i Badnewes birlady, fcldomecomesthe better, 

, l feare, twi II proouc a troublefomc world. Enter ane 

3 Cit. (Jood morrow neighbours. thtr Cit. 

Doth this newes hold of good Kings Edwards death/ 

'ZAJrLtcrmA .i It doth. 3. Then maiftcrs Iooke to fees troublous world 

iNo,no, by Gods grace his fonne (hallraignc. 

3 fVo to that land thats gouernd by a childc. 

2 In hipi there is a hope of gouernment, 

That in his nonage, counfcll vnderhim, 

And in his full and ripened yecrcs himfelfe, 

No doubt (hall then, and till then goucrnc'wcll. 

1 So dood the date when Harrv t he fixt l £~j 

Wascrowndat Paris.but at ninc rooncthsoldc. ocr 

3 Stood the date (o? no good my friend not fo* 
tur For then this land was famouflyenricht 

frith politike grauc counfell : then the King 
HadvertuousVnckstoprotctdhis Grace. i, 

2 So hath this, b«th by the father and mother,. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were none atalb 



cl Richard the third, 
Tor emulation now, who (hall be neared, 
tji£e. frhtch touch vsall too nrare if God preuent not. 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of GJocedcr, 

And the Queenes kindred hauticand proude. 
And were they to be rulde, and not to rule, 

This fickiy land might folaccas before. 
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2 Come, come, we feare the woord,ad (hall be well. 
i When clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When the fun lets, who doth notlooke (or night? 
Vntimely dormes make men expert a dearth : 
tn+n All may be well : but if God fort it lo, 

Tis more then we dcferue,or I expetd. 

i Trudy the foules of men are full ofdread: 
tux., Yecannotalmodrealon withaman 

That lookes not heauily and full of feare. 

1 Before the titnes ofchange.flilJ isiLfoi~^k 
Byadiuineindintdmens mindes midrud 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we fee, 

The waters fwcll before a boydrousdorme : 

But leauc it allto God : whither away? 

2 Wc arc lent for to the Iu dice. 

3 And fo was I,Ile beare you companic. Exeunt . 

Enter C ardinall, Dutches of Torke, Qu.jtnc Torke. 

Car. Ladnightlheard they Jay at Northhampton, 

At Stonidratford will they be tonight, 
lo morrow or next day they will be here. 

But. I Jong with all my heart t® fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much grovvne fincc lad I faw him. 

, Bu ' 1 hearc no, they fay my fonne of Yorkc 

Hath almoftouertane him in his growth. 

Tor. I mother, but I would nothauc itfo. 
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Dut. Why my yong Coufin it is good to grow. 

Tor. Granarn,onenightaswcdidfitatfuppcr, 

My VnelcRiuers talkt how. I did grow 
^ 0r f| t |^ Cn brother. * d^oth my Vnclc Gio. 
mall hearbs hauc grace, great weeds grow apace s 
And uncc me thinkes I would not grow fo fad, 
oecaufcfwecte flowers are flow, and weedea make baft# 
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But. Good fakh,^Qod faith : the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obiefl: the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched ft thing when he was yong, 

So long s growing and Co leifurely, 

That if this were a r ule t he fiioold be gracious. 

Car. Why Mada me, fo no doubt he is. 

But. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had beene rcmcrr.bred 

I could hauegiuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine 

That (liouldhaueneerertoucht his growth then he did 
But. How my prettie Vorke ? I pray thee let me hcarc it. 
Tor. Marry they fay , that tnyVncle grew fo fait, 
obL That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres hold: 

Twas full two yeers ere I could get a tooth. 

•Cranam this would haue beene a prettie ieft. 

But. 1 pray thee prettie Yorke,who told thee to . 

Tor. Granaoijhis Nurfe. 

But. Why, the was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwcre not (he,! cannot tell who told me. 
c?u, A perilous boy : go too: youaretooflirewd# 

C7r. Good Madame be not angry with thc child. 
ffu, Pitchers haue cares. Enter Dorfet, 

Car. Here comes your fonne,Lord Marques Dorier, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor. Such ncwcs,my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

How fares the Prince? 

Bor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. Wlnt is the newes then i 
Bor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, arc fent to Pomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Bat. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor. The mightie Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? 

Bor. Thefummeofall Ican,lhauedifclofed: 
Why,orfor whatthefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Ay me,! fcethedowncfallofoflr houfe, 
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The Tyger now hath ceazdthc gentle Hinde .* 
Infultiiff tyrannie begins to let, 






of Richat'dthe third* 

Vpon the ianbeentand JawJcfle rhroane : 

Welcome deftrudtion, death and maffacm 
IfeeasinaMappe the end of all. 

But. Accurfcd and vnquietwrangling dales, 

How many ofyou haue mmeeycs beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crownc, 

And ofren vpand downc my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe their ga/ne and Ioffe, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,thcmfcIues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfducs,bJoodagainft blood 

Selfe again!! felfe,0 prepoftcrous 

Andfranticke outrage, end thy. damned fplcene, ^ 

Or let me die to Jooke on death no more. 

J2±_ Come, come, my boy,wewillto Sancftuarie. 

But. He go along with you. 

Sh*. Y ou haue no caufe. . 

Car. My Gracious Ladie,go. 

And thither bearc your treafureand your goodio 
Formy part, He reiigne vnto yourGrace, 

The Seale I kcepe,and fo betide to me# 

As well I tender you,and all of yours : 

Come, lie condmft you to the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter yong Prince,the Dukes of " 
GEceftr.and Buckingham , Cardinally. (ber 

T,ac. Welcome fweete Prirce to London to your chan*.* 

Glo. WclcomcdeareCofeninythoughts foueraianc 

The wearie way hath made you melancholic. 

Paa. No V 7 nclcjbufour crotfes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, ivearifome, and heauie : 

I want more.Vn.de* here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueofyouryetres 
East Hath not yet dfued into the worfdsdcceit; * ‘ 

Ho Nor more can you diflinguill; of 3 man, 

Then of his outv/ard flieiv,\vhich God he knowes 
Seldomcorneuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe V ncleswhich you want, were dangerous 
Your Grace attended to their fug red words 
lookt not on the poyfon oftheir hearts: 

God 1 ' 






1 . 

God keepc you from thsm.and from fuchfalfe friends. 

Pnn God keeps me from falfc friends, but they were none, 
CloMy Lord, the Maior of London comes to greeteyou. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

LoM.GoA blcile your Grace, with hcalthanchhappy daies. 

Erin. I tbankeyou good my L. and thanke you ail » ftd'd, 
I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a (lug is Haftingslhat he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Ha. 

Buck. And iagood time heere comes the fw eating Lord. 
Prin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? 
Haft. On what occafion God he knowes not I : 
TheQnecnc your mother, and your brother Y orke 
Haue taken San&uarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine conic with me to mecte your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Ficjwhatan indiredand peeuilheourfe 
Is this of hers J Lord Cardinail,will your Grace 
-fc Pcrfwadc the Oucene they fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prefently ! /?. . 

Iffhcdcnie,LordHaftings go with them, . 

And from her iealousarmes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. MyL.of Buckingham, if my weakeoratorie 
Canfrom hismothcr winnethe DukeofYorke, 

Anon expcdl him heere s but if (lie be obdurate 
To mildc entreaties, Godforbid Cd c*. 

FFcihould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Ofble!fed Sanduaric :notforallthisland, 

Juft Wouldlbeguiltieoffo grcat a finne. 

Bucks Youaretoofencelclfcobftinatemy Lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditional). - 

Weigh it but with the grofencllc ofthis age. ftfal 
You breakc not Sanduarie in feazing him : 

The benefit thereofisalwaies granted 
To thofe whofc dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to cfaime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed if, nor deferued if, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot baud it. 



I/MJ, 






/III, 

lk 



7o I k 






«U fa' 



I /tu 



lU 










J&L 



of Richard the third. 

Then taking him from thence that is notthcre, 

You breakc no priuiledge nor charter there; 

Oft haue l heard ofSanduariemen, 

But Sanduarie children neucr till now. 

Car. My Lord, you (hall ouerrule my rrinde for once : 
Come on Lord Hading* ,w/IJyougo with me? 
i Haft. I go my Lord. Exit. Car & H ft. 

Pit. Good Lords make all the fpedre hail you 
Say Vnclc Gloccfter,ifour brother come, ( may. 

Where fhall we foiournc till our Coronation? 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royal! feife: 

If I may counfel you fomeday ot two, 

Your highnelfc fiiall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe Stfiialbc thought molt fit 
Forycurbeft health and recreation. 

Pri. I do not like rhe Tower ofany place: 

Did Iulius Caefer build that place my Lord? 

Bucks He did , my gracious L. begin that place. 
Which fincefuccedingagcs haue reedified. 

Pan. I s it vpon record, or els reported 
Suceffiucly from age to age he built it? 

Buck. Vpon record m/ gracious Lord. 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regiflred, 

Me tbinkes the truth fiiould hue from age to age, 

As ttvere retaild to all poftcririe, 

Eucn to the general 1 ending day. 

Glo. So wife, fa v ong,thry fay do neucr liue long: 

Prin. What fay you V ncle ? 

Glo. I fay , without Charaders fame liues long: 

/had Thus like the formalJ vice,iniqiiitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin. That Iulkis Caeiar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

His wit ktciowne to make his valour liue : 

Death makes no conqucft ofhisconquerour. 

For now he iiucs in fame, though not in life : 

1 le tell you what myCou-fcn Buckingham. 

— Buck What my gnttious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I hue vntill I be a mut, 
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He win our auncicnt right in France again?, 

Or dye a fouldierasl I/u'd a king. 

Glo. Short fo miners lightly hauc a forward fpring. 

Enter yeng Torl^e, Haft mgs, Cardinal!. 

Buc. Now in good time, here comes the DukcofYorke. 
/mdy* Prin» Rich , of Yorke,how farts our noble brother 2 %±c 
drift’d - Tor. Well my dcare Lor d: fo mull I call you now. 

Prin. I brother to our griefe ; a$ it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might haue kept that title, dBik 
Which by his death hath loft much roaicftic. 

Glo. How teres ourcouten noble L.of Yorke 2 
Tor. I thankc you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faft ingrowth: 
rvvr The Prince my brother hath out grown? mefarre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle 2 
Glo. Oh my faire coufcn,! mud not lay Co. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to y ou then L 
Glo. He may command me as myfoticraigne, 

Blit you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlccoulcn, with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother 2 
Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue, 
aftA And being buta toy, which isnogr icfc togiuc. 

Glo. A greatergiftthen that,Iiegiuemy coten. 

Tor. A greater gift ; O chats the fword too it. 

Glo. 1 gentle cofen, were it light enough? 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with light giftSj 
In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too wejghtie for your grace to wearc. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you hauc my weapon litle Lord ? 
Tor. Iwouldthatl mig! ;t thankc you as you call me» 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftill be erode in talke : 
Vncleyour grace knowes how to bcarc with him. 

Tor. Youmcanc tobearcmc,nottobearcwithmc: 
Vncle, my brother mockcs both you and me, 
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of Richard the third. 

Becaufc that lam litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you fliould beare me on your flioulden 
Buc. With whatafliarpeprouided wit hercafons, 

To mittigate the fcorne he giue his vncle, fissd. 

He pretely and aptly taunts himtelfe : ( 

So cunuing and io youg is wonder full. 

Glo. My Lo : wilt pirate you palfe along? 

Myfelfeand my good coufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat ofher 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 

Prin. My Lord Protestor wilj hauc it fo. euft-d 
Tor. I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what fliould you fearc? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there. 

Prin. I feare no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

P«*?And ifthey liue,'thopc I need not feare. 

But come my L. with a heauie heart Hft/ 

Thinking on them, goc I vnto the Tower. 

■M0 Exeunt Prtn.Tor. Haft. D or [mans t. Bftch. Bnc. JftauK 

Buc. Thinkcyou my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not iricenfed by hisfubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeorneyou thus opprobrioufly ? 

<74?. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a peri lous boy, 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft; Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fwomc as deeply to effetft what we intend. 

As clolely to conceale what we impart . 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an cafie matter 
To make William L Haftings of cur mindc, 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the teatc royall of this famous lie? 

C»te[. He for his Lthcrs fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonneto ought again ft him. 

Buc, What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he? 

F: Cat. 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Hillings doth. 

■ Back. Well, then no more but this: 
G#gentie Catcsby, and as it were a farreofF, 
Sound LordHadings how he itandsadefted 
~ Vnto our purpo(c,Ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him, and Ihew him allourrcafons: 
Ifhe be leaden, Icic, cold, vmvilting, 

Be thou lo too:and fo breakeedyour talke, 
And giue vs notice ofhis inclination, 

For we to morrow hold diuided counfcls, 
jJuM. Wherein thy felfeflialt highly be employed. 






Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfarics 
Tomorrow arc let blood at PomfretCaftle, 

/,< ^ And bid my friend for loy of this good newes, 

Giu e gentle Midrdfc Shore, onegcntlekilFc the more. 

Buck. Good Catcsby effect this bufinelfefoundly. 

Cat. My good Lords bothrwith ail the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall wchcare from you Catcsby ere we (leepe? 

Cat. You (ball my Lord. Exit CAteshj . 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (ball you find vs both. 

Buck. ; Now my Lord, what dull wedo,ifwepercciuc 
William Lord Hillings will nor yeelJ toourcomplots? 

Glo. Chop otf his head man,(bme what we will do, 

And lookc when I am King ciaime thou of me 
The Eirledomeof Hertordand themooueablcs, 

\Vhereofthc King my brother llood polled. 

Buc, He claimc that prom ife at your Graces hands. 
utM Glo. And looke to haue it yeeldc d with willingncllc. 

Come 1 c t vs fu pbctirrres that a fterwaro s 
Wemayd geftourco oplots in feme forme. Exeunt, 

Enter a meffeuger to L -rd Haftir. os. 
ho my Lord. * 

Haft. Who knacks at thedoore? 

Mtf. A melfenger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Haft. 
Haft.- Whars a clockc? 

Me(. Vpon the ftrokc of foure. 

jL — Hi/? . Cannot thy maifter fleepe the teditous nights? 

Mej.% o idhould'fccme by that I hauc to lay; c 
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ofRichard the third. 

Firfl he commends him toyoui^oble Lordflifp. 

Haft. And then. Mef. And then he fends you word, 
fttare. He dreamt to night the Scare had cade his helmc : t\z. 

— ' Beiidcs he fayes, there are two counccls held, 

And that maybe deterrriind at the one, 

Which may make you and him to revv at the other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lorfliids pleafurc 
If prefcntly you will take horle with him, 

And with all fpeed pod into the North, 

To Hum the danger that his foulc diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,rcturne vnto thy Lord; 

Bid him notfcarcthe (eparated councels.- 
His Honour and my felfc arc at the one, 

And at the other is my feruant Catcsby; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof I (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him hisfearesare dial low, wanting indancic. 

And for hisdreames,! wonder lye is fo fond, 

Totrud the mockerie of vnquier (lumbers. 

' To flye the Boare before the Boare purfue vs, 

Were to inccnfe the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuite where he did meane no chafe. Tel 
Go, bid thy madcr rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he dull fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Mi J. My gracious Lord, lie tell him what you fay. Exit. 

Enter Cate shy to L. H.ftines. 

Cat. Many good morrow es to my noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby:you are early dirring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering date? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And /beleeue twill neuerdand vpright 
Til! Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. 

Jino Haft. Who? wearethe Garland?do ed thou meane the 

Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Haft.Wc haue this crowneofmine, cut from tr.y (houldcrs 
Ere I will fee the Crowne fo foule mifpjadc: 

Butcandthou gedethathedothaymeatit? * 

Cat. Vpon my life my L, and hopes to findc you forward 
F 3 Vpon 



V pon his party for the gainothercof, 

And therevpon he fends you this good n ewes; 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecne muft die at Pomfret 
Haft. Indeed lam no mourner for that ne wes, 

Becaulc they hauc bcene flill mineenemics: 

But that lie giue my voyce on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifiers heiresin truedifeent, 'm.afivrJ 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

Cr/.Godkeepe your Lordlhip in that gracious minde. 

Haft. But 1 IhJl laugh at this a tweluetnonth hence, 
Thattheywho brought me in myMaifters hate, 

I line to iooke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. fat. What my Lord? 

Haft* Erca fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fomepacking, that yetthinke noton it. 

Cat.Tisa vilething todie my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard, and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,mon(irous,and fo fals it out ■ 

With Riucrs, raughan,Gray:and fo twill doo 
Withfome menels,whothinke thcmfelucs aslafc 
As thou, and I, who as thou know!} are dearc 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I hauc well deferued ijt. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpcarc man? 

F care you the Z?oare and goc fo vnprouided? 

StanMy L. good morrow .-good morrow Catesby; 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roodc, 

I do not like thefefeuerall councels I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my lifeas dcare as you doyours 
Andncucrinmylifeldoprotcfi, * 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I knotty our Date lecure, 

I wouldbefotryumphantas/am? 

Sea. The UirdsatPomfret when they rode from London 
Were loennd 7 and fuppofdc their ftatc s was furc, 



of Richard the thrid. 1 

thl) lh And indeed had no caufc to miflrufi : 

, ^ut yet you fee how foonc the day orccaff, 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God,/ fay ,/prouc a needlelfc coward, , / 

B tit come my L fhall we to the Tower? 

Ha.. I go:but ftay,heareyou notthenewes? 
is&fo This day thole men you fa Ike of. arc beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better wearc their heads, 
Then fome that hauc aecufdc them weare their hat; 

Z?uf come my L let vs away. *£xtr L. Standlcj , & Cat . 
Ha. Go you before, Ilefollow prcfently. * -JhL 
Ha^tL bn: cr Hading s a Par fin ant. ' ^ 1 

Haft. tVcll met Hafiings,how goes the world with thee? 

Pur. The better that it pleafeyour good Lordlhip to ask. * 
Haft. [ tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when / met thee laft where now we meete: 

Then was / going prifoncr to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of the Queencs allies; 

But now Itellrhee(kcepe ittothyfelfc) 

This day thole enemies arc put to death. 

And I in better Hate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft, Gramcrcy Haftings,hold fpend thou that. 

He giue s him his purfe. 

Pur. God laueyour Lordlhip. Exit. Pur. Enter aPrie ft. 

Haft. What fir 7ohn,you arc well met; 

I am beholding to you for your lafi dayes exccilc; 

Come the next Sabboth,and 1 will content you. He rrhifperrs 
Enter Buckingham. ( in hit eare. 

Buc. How now Lord Chambcrlainc, what talking with* 
Yourfricndsat Pomfretthcydo need thcPriefti (prieft? 
Your Honour hath no Ihriumg workc in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofemen you talke of, came into my minde; 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. /do, but long //ball not Hay, 

/fliall rcturne before your Lordlhip thence. 

HaJ f.Tis like enough, for / ftay dinner there. 

Buc, Andfuppcr too,although thou knowft it not ; 

Come 









•Alsh 



? 



auc iiageuic 

Come fhall wc goe along ? * 

Enter Sir Richard Rat life , with the Lord Ritters, 

Gray , and y'auohanjprijoners. 

R <r. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu, SirRichard RatlifFc,kt me tell thee this: 

Today fhaltthou behold a lubicetdie, 

Fcr truth,for dutie,and for loyaltic. 

'Gray. God kcepe the prince from all the pack ofyea: 

A knot you arc of damned blood fuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret , Pomfrct.Oh thou bloudie prifon, 

Faraii and omimous to noble Pt ctes : WwW 

Within the guilticclofureof thy walks 
Richard the fecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more (launder to thy difmali foule, 

Wc giuc thee vp our guiltletfc blouds to drinke. d/*E> 

Gray. Now Margarets curfc is falne vpon our heads, 

For (landing by, when Richard ftjbd her fonne. 

Rt. Then cutft ibc Haftings,then curft flic Buckingham, 
Then curft flic Richard. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my filter, and her princely fonne : 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftiy muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difp.itch, the limit of your liucs is out. 

Riu. Come Gray, come Vauglun,let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue,vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lordsat once, the caufe-why we are met, " 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name (ay ,whcn is this royal) day i 

Rue. Arct\\ things fitting for that royal! time ? 
ar. It is . ane PIet but nomination. 

Bifb. To morrow then , Igueftc a happie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord Pfutedtors mindc herein? 
Who is moft inward withthe noble Duke ? ( his mind. 

Rt Why you my Lo : me thinks you fhould fooneft know 

Bhc. Who I my Lord t wc know each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I of yours : nor l no more of his, then you ofniine, 
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'Lxeun% ' (L 






it. 






ofRi'chard the thrid. 

Lord Haftings,you and hearcnearcin loue. 

Haft. It hankc his grace,/knowhcIoucsmcweJl.- 
But for his purpofc in the coronation < 

/haue net founded himmor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein.- 
But you my L. may name the time, ^ 

And in the Dukes bchalfe ilcgiue my voice, 

Whieli I prefume hcwilJ take in gentle part. 

B fi. Now in good time here comes the Duke him fdfe. 

Eater Glofter. 

G.o. My noble L and cotikns all good morrow, <444 
/iiauc bene ionga flcepcr .but now /hope 
My abfence doth ncgictft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Rue. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haftings had now pronounft your part : 

I mcancyourvoiceforcrowningoftheking. 

Glo . Then my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lotdlhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I thankc your grace. 

Glo. My LordofElie. 

m Btfh. My Lord. 

Glo ff'hdn /was laft in Holbornc, 

1 (awe good rtrawberries in your garden there, 

/do bcfccch you fend for fomc ofthem. 

Bifb ♦ I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Ccufcn Buckingham, a word with you .- 
Catcsby hath founded Haftings in ourbufincire. 

And Andes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

12: As he will loofe his head aregiue confent, 

His mai fter s fonne as worfhipfull he termes if, 

Shall loofe the royaltie of Euglands throanc. 

Rue. withdraw you hence my L. /1c follow you. Ex- Glo. 

Bar. Wc haue not yet fet downc this day of triumph. 

To morrow in mine opinion is too (oonc: 

For/ myfelfearmiotfowelJprouidcd, 

Aselfc/ would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Rif hop of Elis. (berries. 

Rt.W here is my L. Protestor , / haue Cent for the(e ftraw- 
- _____ G Haft, 




TheTragecue; 

Haft. His Grace lookcs cheerfully andfmoothto day, 

Theres feme conceit ®r other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
/thinkethcreis neueraroan inChriftcndome, 

That can lefler hide his loue or hate then he : 

^ " For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Bar. What of his heart prcceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day ? 

Haft. Mary , that with n© man here he is offended, r 
For if he were, he would haue thewcu it in his face. sAcplc , 
Bar.p Pray God he be not , / fay. 

* Enter Glofier. 

Gh. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diuellilh plots, 

Ofdamncd witchcraft , and that hauc preuaild 
Yoon my bodic with their hcllifh charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue /beare your Grace my Lord, 

Makes memoft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doomc the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

/ lay my Lord they hauc deferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffc of this ill, 

Sec how /am bcwitcht, behold mine armc * 

7 s like a blafled fapling withered vp. 

Tnisis that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch. 

Conferred with that harlot (Irumpct Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Hft. /f they hauc done this thing my gratious Lord. 

Glo. l ( , thou pretedor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Telft thou me of iffes ? thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will not dine to day /fweare, 

Tntiil /fee the fame , feme fee itdonc : 

Thercfl: thatloue me,comeand follow me. Exeunt >manet 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit forme : Ca.mtb Haft. 

For /too fond might hauc preuentedthis: 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 

But / difdaind it , and did fcornc to flic. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfc did flurable. 

And fiartlcd when he lookt vpon the Tower, 




©fRichardthc third. 

A s loth to beare me to the fiaughtei^houfc. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpakc to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuanr, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfrct bloodily were burchercf, 

And 1 my felfe fecure in graceand fauour : 

Oh MargaretjMargarct: now tbyheauic curie 
Is lighted on poore Hallings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would 6cat dinner; 

Make a ihort flirift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft » O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for,thcn for the grace of heauen ; t 

Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a mall, 

Ready with eucry nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the dccpc. 

Come leaale me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhortly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofier and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come cofen, canff thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murt her thy breath in middleofaword, ezzzzMzz: 

And then begin againcand ftopagaine, 

Asifthou wcrtdillraughtandmad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the dccpc Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backc,and pric on eucry fide : 

Intending deepclufpition,gaftIy lookcs 
Arc at my feruicclike inforccd (miles, 

And both arc readie in their offices 
T o grace m y ftratagem s. Enter Motor. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Lctmealonctoentcrtainc him. Lord Maio® 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Bur, The reafen we haue fent for you. 

GE, Catesby oucrlookc the walks. 

Buc. Harke,Ihcarcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buc. God and our innoccncie defend vs. 

€lo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G i Enter 
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TheTragec 

Enter Catesky with Hafings heal 
Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpedted H'aftings. 

Glo. So dearc l lou’d the man, that I mud weep?: 
/tookc him for the plained harmelelTe man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chnftian: 

Look? ye my Lord Mai or : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hdl otic of all her fccrct thoughts : 

Sofmooth he daub’d his vice with fliewofvertue. 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

/ mcanc his conucrfation with Shores wife? 

He laid from all attainder offufpeft. (traitor 
Bucl^ fTcW, well, he was the couertft flicltrcd 
Thatcuer liu’d ,would you hau? imagined, 
Oralmoft belceue,wertnotby great preferuation 
Wehuctotell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counted houfc, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Glocefter. 

Mayor. What ,had he fo? 

Glo. WhatthinkeyewcareTurksor Infidels, 

Or that wc w ould again (I the courfe o f Law, 
Proceed thus rafiily to the villainesdcath, 

But that the extreame peril! ofthe cafe, 

The peace of England , and our perfons fafetie 
Inford vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire befall yob»,hc deferued his death, 
And you my good L. both,haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfc traitors from the like attempts : 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Miftrdfe Shore. 

Clo. Yet had not we determined he fiiould die, 
f’htill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing hafteofthefc our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue peruented, 
Bccaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake , and timeroully confefTc 
The manner, and the purpofc of his treafon, 

That you mi^ght well haue dignified the fame 



M" 



V 7 






of Richard the third. 

Vnto the Cittizens,who happily ®ay 
Mifconller vs in him, and waylehis death. 
j&JZlzQ Aia. My good L. ycur Graces word fliall ferae, a. 4 

As well as [ had feene or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both. 

But He acqniintyourdutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in thisoufe, __ 

Glo. A n d to t h at e n d we wifht vour Lord (li i p. 

To auoid the carping fenfure s of the world, (here, 

Bmc. But fine? you came too lateof our intents, 

Yet witnefte whatwedid intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Glo. After, after, Coufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior . 

The Maiortowards Guild-hall hieshim inallpoft, 

There at your meet (fa iuantagcofrhe time, 

Infcrrethe bafierdy of Edwards children : 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfc, 

Which by the figne thereof was tearmed fo. 

Moreouer,vrgc his hatcfull luxurie, 
bwf&t And bcftidl appetite in changcof luff, 

Which ftretched to their feruants, daughters, wiues, 

Eucn where his luflfull eye, or faU3ge heart, 

Without controll lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus farre come nccre my per/on, 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiateEdward,noble Yorke, 

My Princely father thyn had warres in France, 

And by iuft computation ofthe time, 

Found, that the iffuc was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father : 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufc you know my Lord, my brother l iues. 

Buc. Feare not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As ifthe golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my fclfe. 

Glo. Ifyouthriue well, bring them to BaynardsCaftlc, 

Where you fliall findc me well accompanied 
G j With 
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Exit, 



— The Tragetfie 

With rcuerend Men .nd @11 l«.ncd Bitop, 

Pur aIio'jc three or foure a cloCke looKe to 
ffiwtnewctGuildhallaffordeth .nd ton,, Lordfar.cll. 

5/” Now willl into rake fomc piiuic onlct (£*- «*. 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight. 

And to giue notice that no manner of perfon 
A ny t imc haue recourre vnro the Princes. 

* Emsr a Scriutncr v>tth e paper m Im hand. 

This is the Indidment of the good Lord hafimgs, 

F/hich in a fet hand fairely is engroll d, 

That it may he this day read ouer in Pauls . 

And markc how well the fcqucll hangs together, 

Eleuen houres l fpent to write it ouer. 

For yetternight by Catesby was it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a doorng, * . 

And yet within thefe hue houres lmcd Lord Halting , 

Vntaintcdjvncxamined : free,at!ibertie ^ 

Here's a good-world the while, ^hy who sfogrofle 

That fees notthispalpablcdcuice? 

Yet who fo blind but fayes he fees it not . 

Badisthcworld,andaUwillcometo ’ J . 

tv\\cn fuc.h bad dealing mutt befcenc g ^ 

Enter Glecefter at one doere.Bnch^mf another. 

Gle. How now ray Lord what fay the Citizen . 

Bnc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizcncs are mumme.andfpeakenetaw^ ? 

Gle. Toucht you the Baflardy of Edwards ch • 

Bnc. I didtwiththe infatiate greed. nciTe of h.8 dehres, 
His tyranny for trifles*, his ownebaflardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 
jr ithall I did inferre your licnaments, 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

„ Both in pneforme andnoblcnclTeofminde . 

; I ay dopen all your viftorics in Scotland; 

' y our Difciplinc in warrc,wifedome in peace : 

Your bountie,vcrtue,fairc humilitie : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe . 

Vntouch'^or flieghtly handled in difeourfe * 

. . _ __ . ar^iv tn end.. 
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ofRichardtbethird. 

I bad them that loucs their Countries good. 

Cry, God fauc Richard, Englands royall King. 

Glo. A, and did they fo? 

Bue. NofoGodhelpcme, 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathleffc floncs, 

Gazde each on otherand lookt deadly pale: 
frhich when I faw,I reprehended them : (lencc ? 

Andaskt the Mayor what meant this wilfully^ £S£2S£&L 

Hisanfwcrcwas,thc people werenotwont 
To be fpokc too, but by the Recorder. 

Then he wasv rgde to tell my tale agaiac : 

Thus faitTune Dukejthus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfe : 

JFhen he had done, fomc followers of mincowne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voycescryed,God fauc King Richard: 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and louing fhoute, 

Arguesyour wifedomeand yourloucs to Richard: 

And fo brake offand came away. 

Gle. fVhxt tonguclclTe blocks were they, would they not 

Bnc. No by my troth my Lord. % (fpeake? 

Glo. FFill notthe Mayorthcn,and his brethren come? 

Bnc. The Maior is heerc : and intend fomc feare, 

Be notfpoken withall, but with mightie futc : 

And looke you geta prayer booke in yoqr hand, 

And fland betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not eajjc wonne to our requeft i 
Play the mayJcs part, fay no, but rake it. 

Gle. Feare not me,ifthoucanft pleadeas wcllforthem> 

As I can fay nay to thee for my fclfe, 

No doubt wcelc bring it to a happy ilfue. 

Bnc. You dial fee what I can do.get you vp to the leads. Ex. 
Now my Lord Mayor,T_dance attendance here, 

Ithinkethc Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant : how now Catesby, what Fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vifithim tomorrowjor next day : 

Ha 






ty?' 







NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.511) OctaVO 



p— — : — nrcnrngesis - 

n He is within wnh twor cuertnd F athcrs, 

Diuincly bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly lute would he be mou d, 

To draw him from his holy exacifr. 

Buc. Rcturnc good Catesby to thy. Lord again; 

Tell him my fclfe,the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment,^ . 

No Idle importing then i-ur general! good, 

Are come to hauefome cofereii.ee wijh his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you Uy my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is nor lulling on a leaud day bed., 

Buiton his kt.ccs at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs : 

Notlleepingto ingrolfc his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchful 1 fouie, 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Takeon himfelfe the foucraigntie thereon, 

Butfurelfearewe fliall neuervvinne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace fliould fay vs nay. 

Enter Cates by. 

Euc. I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord J 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haueallembled 

Such troupes of Citizens to fpeakc with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he feares you mcanc no good to him. 

Bhc. Sory I am my noble coufen lliould 
Sufpcft me that I meane no good to him. 
a , By heauenlcomeingerfcft louctohim, 

''1- And fo once more retumcand tell his grace: Exit Catesby. 

IV hen holy and deuout religious men, 
vncA Arc at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two Bijhops aloft. 

Mater. See where he (lands betweene two Clergimen. 

Bhc. Two props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince: 

To rtay him from the fall of vanitie, 

1 ' Finer E 



of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagenet, moil gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablceares to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Ofthy deuotion and rightChrillian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there necdsno fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Whocamcft in thefcruictofniyGod, 

Neglcd the vifitation of my friends : 

Bur leaning this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men ofthis vngouernd He. 

* Glo. I do fufpedt , I hauc donefome offence. 

That feemc difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Btsc. You haue my Lord: would itpleafe your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfc wherfore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Bhc. Then know it is your fault thatyou refigne 
The fupreame Seate,the Throne maicfticall, 

The Sceptrcdpffice of your Aunceftors, 

The lincall glory ofyourroyallHoufe, 

To the corruption of a blemiflit ftocke : 

Whilcft in the mildencilcofyourflccpic thoughts. 

Which here we waken to vour Conntryes good: 

This noble lie doth want his propcylimbes. 

Her face defac’r with fears of infamie, 

And almofl (houldrcd in this fwallowinggulph, 

Of blind forgctfulnellc and darke obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite yte arrfg/y* 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foucraigntie thereof) 
Not as Protcftor, Steward, Subftitute, 

£r Net lowly Fadlorforan others gaine ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth ,your Emperie,your owne : 

For this conferred with the Citizens, 

Your worih/pfull and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute come I to moucyour Grace. 

H 
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Glo. I know not whither to depart in filence, 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

^ Beft fitter h my degre e or your condition: 

YoJi’louedcferues my thankes,butmy defert 
Vnmeritable Ihunncs your high requefi, 

Firfl if all obftacles were cut away, * 

And that my path wereeuen to the crowne, 
rfa. As my right rcuenew and due by birth,. 
r ' Yet fo much is my pouertieoffpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defetfs, 

As 1 had rather hide me from my greatnclfe, 

Being a Barkc to brooke no mightie fea,, 

Then in my greatnelTe couetto be bid, 

And in the vapour of my glory (mothered: 

^ut God be thanked ther.es no need foi me, 

And much l need to helps you if need were, 

The roy all tree hath left vs royall fruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres oftime,. 
Will well become the feate ofmaieftic 5 
And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay on nie : issy- 

The right and fortune of his happie ftarres, 

Which God defend that I fbould wring from him. ' 
Bttc. My Lord, this argues confcier.c: in your grace, 
But the refpcdls thcreofarc nice and triuiall. 

All circum fiances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So lay we too , but not by Edwards wife .• 

For firft he was con trad to Lady Lucy, 
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Your mother liues , a witndfe to that vow, 
And afterward bv fubftitute betrothed 



To Bona , filler to the king of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-craz J mother of many childten, 

A beauty-waininganddiftrelTed widowe, 

Euen in the afternoons ofher bed dayes, 

,r/ea Made prife and purchafe of his lull full eye, 

Scdutft the pitch andheightof all his though tj, 









of Richard the thrid. 

To bafe declenfion and loarhd bigamie, **£ *;**■££ 

' l£k By ‘ !cr in his v nlawfull bed begot. 

Tin's Edward , whom our manors terme the prince: 

More bitterly couiJ [ expollulate, 

S.iuethat tor icuc/cncc to fomeaiiuc 
I guic a fparing limit fo my tongue: 

Then good ny Lord, taketo your royall feife, 

This proffered bcncfirofdignitie? 

If notcoblelfe vsand the land withall. 

Yet to draw outyour royall ftockc, 

From the corruption of abiding time. 

Vntoa lineal! true deriued couric. 

Alau Do good my Lord, your citizens entreat you. 

Cat. O make them ioy full , grant their lawful! Cute. 

&o.A las, why would you heape rhofe arcs on me, AruM 
I am vnfit for fiateand dignirie: 

I do bcfcech you take it not amilfc, 

I cannot, nor I will noty eeldtoyou. 

Em. If you refule it as in loue and zeale, 

Loth to depofc the childeyour brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderndfc ofheart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 
r Which we hane noted in you toyour kin, 
j^WjfyAnd c gaily indeed to all effaces, 

Yet whethcryouacceptourfutcor no, A 

Your brothcrs'fonneifhallneuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne, 

Tothcdifgrace and downfall ofyourhcufe : 

And in this refolution here we leauc you, 

Come Citizens,zounds He intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fwcare my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them again, my L. and accept their fute. Jdrd 
Ano. Do, good my Lord,lcaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Would you enforce me to a world ofcare? 

Well, call them again, I am not made of ftones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, owCt&rL Z *ii 

Albeitagainfi myconfcience and myfouic. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you fage grauemcn, 

H * Since 



ThcTragedie 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backc, 

7o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I mud hauc pacience to endure the loadc, 

• But if blackc fcandale or (g foulc fac't reproach 

Attend the fequell ofy our impofition. 

Your meere inforccmcnt (lull acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes , and you may partly fee, 

How fare I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God bidfc your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Glo. In fayingfoyou (ball but fay the truth. 

Sue. Then I faluteyou with this kingly Title ; 

Long iiue King Richard ^ Englandsroyall King. 

May. Amen. , , 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown d . 

Glo. Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo. 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freinds. Exeunt 

Enter Queene mother, Dutchejfe of T or ke farc]U+s 
Torfet at one doore , Dutche (fcofGloc efler 
at another doore. 

Tut. Who meets vs heere,my Neccc Plantagcnct ? 
gu. Siller well met, whither away fofaft? 

Cult. Glo No farther then the Tower, and as I guelfe, 
Vpon the like dtuorion as your felues, 

To graiulatc the tender Princes there. 

flu. Kind filler thanks , weclc enter all togither. 

Enter the Lieutenant cf the T over. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M, Lieutenant, pray you by your leauc, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in healthibutby yourleaue, 

I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

2"he Kinghath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

0/4. The King? why, who's that? 

*~Lten. I cry you mercic,/meanc the Lord Protcftor. 
jQu. rhe Lord prote&him from that Kingly title: 

'JO, Hath he fet bounds betwixt their louc and mp : 
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7am their raother,\vholhouId%cpe me from them l , •„ „ 

* I am their fat her, mother , and will lecthem. /zAstiZ 

Tut. Glo. Their Aunt /am in la w,in Joue their mother : 

Then feare not thou./le beare thy blame, \ 

And take thy office from thee on my peril/. 

Lieu, /dobefecch your Graces all ro pardon me: 

/am bound by oath, /may not do it. 

Tenter LordStandly, 

Stan. Let me but mcete you Ladies at an houre hence, j 1 / ' j 
And lie falute your Grace of Y orke,as mother : 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Quecnes. 

Come Madam, you mull go with me to Wellminller, 

There to be crowned Richards royall Qucene. 

fig. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May' haue fome fcope to bcatc,or elfe I found 
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4A With this dead liking n ewes. _ I 

Tor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares yourGrace ? 

£)u. O Dorfct,fpcake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and deftru&ion dogget hec at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, f! 

Ifrhou wilt outllrip death, goe croftethe Teas, 

And Hue with Richmond, from the reach of hcJI, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughtcr houfc, 

Leaf! thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curie, 
td/tf- Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full ofwife care is this your counfell Madam, 

Take all the fwift aduan tage of the ti me, 

You (ball hauc letters from me to my fonne, 

To meete you on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by v.nwifc delay. 

Tut. Tor. Oill difpearfing windeofmiferie, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatricc haft thou hatcht to the world, 
jfhofc vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all hafte was fent for. 

Tuch. And /in all vnwillingneire will goe, 

1 would to God that the idclufiue verge 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my browe, 

H 3 Were 
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Were red hotte ftecle ro fearjme to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poy foiij 
And die, ere men can fay, God iaue the Qucene. 

C) K% Alas poore foulc,lcnuie not thy glory, 

To feedemy humor, wiftithy lelfc no harmc. 

But Gto No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as I followed Henries courfc, . 

Whcn fcarce the blood w*£ vveljwalhtfrom his hands, 

Which ilTucd from my othti angel husband, 

. And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 

O.when I fay,l loola on Richards face, 

This was my wifh,be thou quoth I accurlr, 

For making mefoyong,lo old a widow 

And when thou \vcdft,tet lorrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo badde 

As mifcrablcby the death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

* 0 * 1 . Loc;5ii£Ql can repeatethis curfcagaine, 

£ UC n in fo fhort a fpace,my womans heart 

•r // Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

Andprou’dthefubietfts of my ownefoulcs curie, 

Which cucr fincehath kept mycyesfrom ftcepe, 

For neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed the golden deaw of fieepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befides,hc hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And willfliortly be rid of me. 

Qti. Alas poore foulc,l pittiethy complaints. 

'Bnt.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mouroe for yours. 
6) u. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of gloric; 
rw.G/o. A due poore foule,thou takft thy leaueofit. 

Da Ter. Go thou to Richm6d,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan<ftuaric,good thoughts pofteife thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 
i V Eightie oldc y earcs of forrow haue I feene, 

Ja^rh houresiovwrackt witha weeke ofteene. 
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7 he Trumpets found ', Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cate sky, with other Nobles . 

King. Stand all apart. Cofen ofBuckinghain, 

Giuc me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy afliftance is King Richard feated : 

But fliall we weare rhefc honours fora day l 
Or dial 1 they laft, and we reioyce in them i 

Buc. Still liue they, and for eucr may they laft. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now l^dp.play the touch,, 3 
To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Tong Edward hues: thinkenow what I would fay. 

Buc. Say on my gratiousfoueraigne. 

King, tvhy Buckingham, Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo youarc my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King, O bitter conlequence. 

That Edward ftil! iliould liue true noble Prince; 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to befo dull : 

Shall I be plainc? I wifh the bartards dead, 

And 1 would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thou l fpeake fuddenly,6c briefe. 

Buc. Tour Grace may do your plcafure. 

King. Tut,tut,thou art all yce,thy kindncftc frcczcth. 

Say, hauc I thy con lent that they (hall die ? 

Buc. Giiie me fomc brcath,fomelitje paufc my Lord, ^ 
Before I pofitiuelyfpeakehcrcin: 

I will refolueyour Grace immediatly. 

Cat. The King isangry,fcc,hcbitc8ihel/p. 

’ King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs. v/fa 
And vnrcfpcdtiuc boycs,none are for me 
That lookc into me with con fiderate eyes : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpedt. 

Boy. Lord. 

Kmg, Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would: 



_ — Twc-nagcow 

Would tempt vnto a clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whole humble mean* match not his haught.c mmde, 

Gold were as good as twentic ° rators ’ 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

Kino. What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

Kina. Goe call him hither presently. 

wchiruj The deepe reuoluing wittie Buek 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counicll. 

Hath he f© long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath i 

En'.e Darby. 

How now, what newes with you l 

Bar. My Lord, I heare the Marque iTe Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofc parts beyond the Teas whe c 

he abides. , 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

./£> King. Rumor iiabroad 

That Anne my wife is fickeandliketodic, 

1 will take order for her keeping dole : 

Enquire me out fomc meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolilh,and I feare not him : 

Lookc how thou dream ft : I fay againc,giue out 
That Anne my wife is iicke and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mull be married to my brothers daughter 
Or«llc mr kingdoroe (lands on brittle glade, 

Murther her blotters, and then marry her, 

~ V ncertiinc way of game, but I am m 

Sofarrcinblood,thatfin£Luckeonfin, £*%£££ ^ 

Tcare (ailing pittie dwcls not in this eye. 

EnterTirrel. 

h your mod obedient fubicd. 

King. Art thou indeed? 



'tJ 












of Richard the third. 

Tir. Proue me my gracious faueraigne. 

King. Darft thou refoluc to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two’deepe enemies. 
Kmo. rvhy there thou haft it, two dee pe e nemies, % 

Foes to my rc (hand my fweete fleepesdifturbs. 

Are they that I would bauc thee deaie vpon: 

Tirrd, /mcanc thefe baftards in the Tower. 

7/V. Let me haue o^en meanes to come to them, »£*■■■' > 
And (oone /lend you from the feare of them. 

' 4 Cing. Thou fingft fweete mufleke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Go by thattoken,ri(e and lend thineearc. He whijpers in hie 
< Tis no more but fo, fay it is done {eare. 

And f will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 

W3 Tir. Tis done m y g raci ousXoriL 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere we lleepe? 

Enter Buckingham. 
jk^^Tir. Ye (hall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord,/haueconfidercd in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found, me in. 

King. Well, let that Patfe, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is yourwiues fonne: IV cl looke too if. 

Buc. My Lord, /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The EarJedome of Herford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed /(hould pollelfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if fheconuey 
Lettcrs to Richmond you fhall anfwcic it. 

Buc. What fay<s ycur highneife to my iuft demaund? 

King. As I remember, Henry thefixt 
Did propheiiethat Richmond (hould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pecuifli boy> 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck . My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time! 

Haue told me, /being by, that /(hould kill him. 

Buck. My Lord, your promife for the Earldome. 

King. Richmond,when Lift / was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtcfic (hewed me the Caftlc, 

I And 












tuc’I lag'die 






And wiled it Rugc< mount, at which name I flatted, 

Bccaufe a Bard of/reland told me once 
/(hould not liuc long after /Taw Richmond. 

Bhc. My Lord. 

King, /jwhatsaclockc? 

Bhc. /am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. Wc 11, but whatsa ciockef 
Bac. r'pon the ftroke of ten. 

Kicg. Well, let it (Like. 

Bhc. Why let it (Like? 

King. Beeaufe that like a Tacke thou kcepft the flrokc 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notin the giuingvaine.ro day. 

Bhc. Why then rcioiue me whether you will or no. ? 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled me, /am not in the vainc. Exit. 
Bhc Is it eucn fo /reward she my true feruicc 
Withfuch deepe contempt, made I him king for this ? 

Oiet roethinkcon Hallings, and begone 
To Brecnock, while my fearefuii head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 

The mod arch-3& of pitteous malfacre, 

That eucr yet this land was guiltie o f , 

Dighton and Forreft whom / did (ubborne 
To do this ruthfull peccc:of butchery, 

‘ Although they were fldht villains, bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tniderncireand k|nd compalTion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics: 



Exit. 






Loc thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes , 
Thus thus quoth For red girdlmg one another 
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Within their innocent aiablafter armes, 

Their lips like f oure redRofesona ftalke, 

Which in their fom met beaunekid each other, 

A bcokeof praiers on their pillowlaic, 

Which once quoth Forredalmod changd my minde, 
ButO thediud i there the villaineftopt, 

Whild Dighton thus told on we fmothered 



The 



The mbit repleniflicd fty.ee t vvorke of nature, 

^ That from the prime creationeuer he lram.de. 

They could not fpeake^aud fo^ left them both, 

To bring this tydmgstothe bloudy king. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. All bade my ibueraigne liege. 

King. Kmd TirrelhiQi /happen thy newes ? 

7 ir.j\ to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget) our happindle, he happie then, 

For it is done my Lord. 

S'ing. But did ft thou fee them dead? 

7 ir, /did my Lord. 

Ktrg And buried gentle 7"irrcll? 

? ir. The Chaplaiue of the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in whatphee/donotknow. 

King. Come to me Tirrcll loonear after flipper, **£ 

And thou (halt tell theprocdle of their death, 

Mearietime but thinkc how /may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit. Tin ell. 

Farewell till ioone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue / pen t vpclofe, 

His daughter meanly haue I match tin marriage, 

. ^ The fonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofbme, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Bnttaine Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly orethecrowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that thou come ft in fo bluntly/ gsflftg 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham .backt with the hardy V/clchmen 
Is in the field, and ft ill his power cncrcafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more nears ~~~ 

Then Buckingham and his ralh leuied army • 

Come ,/ haue heard that fearfufl commenting 

. Is leaden feruitor to dull dicky, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiJe-pac*t beggery, 
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Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

7 , Iouc,MercuricandHeraldforaking. 

— mullet men, my counfaile is my (hjeld, 

Wc mull be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Exeunt. 

f mer Jjtyene Margaret fola. 

Q Mar. So now profperitie begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth ot death t 
Here in thefc confines flilic haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfarics : 

A dire indudion am I witnclTe too. 

And will to France, hoping the confcquence 
Will proue as bitter, blackc, and tragicall, 

"Withdraw thee wtcrched Margaret, who comes herc^ 

Enter the Queene , and the Dutckejfe of York* • 



gx, Ah my' yon g Princes, ah my tender babes' 

^ My vnblownc fl owers, newappcaringfwccts, ^ — 

/fyet your gentle foules flic in the aire, 

Andbcnotfixtin doome peppctuall, 

Houcr about me with your aicric wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Mar. Houeriabout her , fay that right for right 
Hath dtmd your infant morne,to aged night, 

ffn, Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle lambes, 
Andthrow them in the intrailes of the wolfc.* 

When did ft thou flccpe,whcn fuch a deed was done ? 
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(Ok ^r.When holy ^ 7 i dide, and my fweetfonncV 
Dutch. Blind fight , dead 1 ife , poore mortall liuing ghoftf’ 
W^oes fccanc , worlds fhame,graucs due by life vfurpt, 

Reft they vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfullymade drunkewith innocents blood. 

O that thou wouldft as well affoord a graue, 

As thou canft yceld a melancholy feate. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here ; 

Q who hath any caufc to mourne but I? 
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■put. So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Edward Plantagcnentjwhy art thou dead ? 

a Mar. Ifauncicntforrow be molt reuerent, 

Giueniincthe benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woesfrowneon the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focietie, _ 

T ,]l ouer your woesagaine by viewing mine : 

I fad an Edward, till a Richard kild him : 

1 had a Richard, till a rRichardMl I?^ 

Thou hadft an Edwan^tiUa Richard kild 1 him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

net 1 hadaRichardtoo,andthoudidft kill him: — 

I fud a Rutland too, and thou holpftto kill him. «= 

1 h 0 Mar Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him : 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That doege that had his teeth before his eye* 

To worri lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, J*sL 
That foule defacer ofGods handy worke, 

Thywombe let loole,to chafevs to our graucs, ^ 

Ovpright.iuft, and true difpohng God, 

How do I thankc thee, that this carnall currc ty 
Praies on the iflue of his mothctsbodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 
r>Ht O.Warries wife, triumph not in my woe*j 

God v itnelTe with me, I haue wept for lhee._ 

6) Mar. Bearwith me, lam hungry forreuenge, 

Andnow l cloie me with beholding it s 
Thv Edward, he is <fcad,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thv other Ed war dUcad, to quit r-y Edward, 

• Yong Yorkc,he i s but boote,becaufe both they 
Matcli not the high perfcaion of my lo Te : 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my Edward, 

And thehe'olders oft his tragicke plaie, 

adulterate Haftings.RiuersVaugham, Gray, 

Vntimcly fmotbred in their duskic graue., 

Richard yet Iiues,hcls blackc mtcUigence , 0ne | y 
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0 icly refcrucd their fa<5lor to buy foules, 

And ferul them thither, but at hand at hand, •zjxzM* 

Eofues his pitteous,and vnpittied end, 

E:rthgapfS,hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddcnly conueycd away. 

Canccll his bond oflifedcarcGod I pray, 

That I may liue to tey,the dog is dead. 

Oti. O thou didft prophccie the time would come 
Th.it /iliould wiili for thec to heipe me curite 
Thatbotreld fpidcr,thatfou!c hunth-backttoade. isaetisA. 

6) Mar. /caldthee then,vainc flour dli of my fortune, 

1 cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

The pretenution of, but what / was, 

The flattering index of a direful I pageant, 

One heau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onelyjinockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreamc of wiiich thou wert,a breath,* bubble, 

A figne ofdignitie,a garifh fiUgge, 

To be the ainie of cuery dangerous fhot, 

A Queenc in ieafl,oncly to fill the feeane: 

Where is thy husband now, where bc'thy brothers? 
w’hert be thy children/vhercindocft thou ioy ? 

Who fues to thec, and cries God fauc the Qucenc ? 
jrherc be the bending peercs that flattered thec ? 
whett be the thronging troupes that followed thec ? 

Decline all this, and tec what now thou art, 

For happy wifc,a moftdiftrefled widow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailcs the name : 

For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues ; 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of’me. 

Thus hath the courfc of iuftice wheel’d about, 

And left the e but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thoughtof what thou art. 

To torture thec the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doefl thou not 
Vfurpc the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now 
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Now thy preud nccke,bearcs halfe my burthenedyokc, 

<• From which ,euen here, I flip my wc y necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wife,and?Queenc of fad mifchance, 

Tiicte Englifh woes, will make me finite in Fiance. 

£>u. O thou well skill! in curtes,i!ay a while. 

And teach me how to curte mine enemies. — 

Forbeare to fleep the night, and faft the day, 
Compare dcaJ.happinclle.with liuingwoc, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Barring thy lolfe makes the bad cau ter worte, 

Rcuoluing this, will teach thee how tocutfc. 

go. My words arc dull,0 quicken them with thine. 

G)' Ma. Tny woes wil make them fti4rp,& pierce like mine. 
D»t. Why (liould calamine be full of words ? Exit. A£tr. 
(gu. Wmdieattyrnies to your client woes, 

Aierie fucccedcrs of i nteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miteries, 

Let them haucicope, though what they do impart 
Jh’octWJ Hclpe not at all, yet do they eaierhe heart. 

j)ut . if fo,thrn be not toong-t;de,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned forme, which thy two fonnes fmothred : 

Ihcare his dium,be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drumm*s 
and Trumpets, 

Kina. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Du}. A (he, that might hauc intercepted thcc, 

By ftrangling thec in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

4f h Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 

Where (liould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdc that crownc. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou wllainc (hue, where are my children? 

Dut, 
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Bat. Thou tddc,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarece ? 

And litle Ned PUntagc“,his fonne J 

ffT.eretskind Hidings, Riuers,Vaughan>Gray . 
Kvu. A flbu rifh t r u m pets, t’ff i !ce alarum drummes, 

Let not the hcauens heare thetc tel- talc women 

Haile on the Lords Annotated. Strike I fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat use wire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report of war re, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

But. Ait thou my fonne 3 

Kin?- h 1 thankcGod,roy father and your kite. 

D'tt- Then patiently heare tny impatience. 

K,nl- Madamelhauca touch ofyour condition. 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

But. I Will be rnilde and gentle in my fpeech. 

Kin, 7 . And briefe good mother, for lam inhalte. 

But. Art thoufo hadie I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in angtiilb, paine and agonie. 

Kmo. And came I not at lad to comfort you : 

Dut No by the holy roode thou knowd it well, 

Thou caroft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A grecuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

TtchicandwiiwardwasthyinUncic. j ous! * 



Thy ptoudjEUbtiljhloudic^tcchctous, 

ff'hat comfortable hourc canft thou name, 

Th J! C bur Humphrey hourc, that cald your grace 

To breakefad once forth of my compame; 
ifitbcfogratiQiiiinyour fight, 

Z mc march on, and not offend your grace. 

L Dut. O heare me fpeake,for I (hall neucr fee thee more, 
j ’One. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods rnd ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turtle a conqueror. 

Or I with gritfc and extreame age mail perilli, 

And neuer lookc vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my mod heauiccurfc, ^ 









of Richard the third. 

Which i n the day of batcell tire thee raor e 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wcarft, 

My praiers on the aduerfepai tie fight, 

And there the litle foules ot Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifethem fucccireand viffory, 

5’oudie thou art, bloudy will by.thy end, A*** , 

Shamcferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

Though fir more caufc,yet much IclTe fpirit to curie 

Abidesinme,IfayAmen toall. 

King. Stay Madam, I mud fpeake a word with you. 
if «. 1 haue no more fonnes of the royall blood, 

Fo/thee to murther,for my daughters R ichard, 

They iliall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Qucenes, 

A .\ d therefore lcuell not to hit their litres. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Fcrtuousand/aire, royall and gratious. 

Qu. Aad mud die die for this? O let her Hue? 
sfiid lie corrupt her manners, daine her beautie, 

Slander my fclfe, as falfeto Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So flic may liuc vn Icard from bleeding (laughter, 

I will confelfc five was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, live is of royall blood. 

To faue her life, lie fay fhe is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafed in her birth. 

0u. An& only in that fafetie died her brothers 
King. Lo at their births good ftars wgieoppolite. ges. 
gu. No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

Kino. AW vnauoydcd is the doome ofdefteny. 
.^«. t 71ruc,whcn auoyded graec makes dedeny , 

My babes were dedinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bled thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoflile 
As I intend more good t© you and yours, ^ N armcs, 

Then eucr you fiijours were by me wrongd. 

Qu f What good iscouerd with the face of heauen, 

Tobedifcouerdthatcandomegood. 

i wnnr r.hildren rwehtie Lady. 
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— me 1 rageaie 

Vp to fomcfcaffold, there to leofc their heads; 

King. No to the digniticand height of honor, 

The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

Q«.Flatter my forrowes with report of it, 

Tell me what ftate, what dignitie, what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine ? 

King. Euen all I haue,yca and my feife and all, 

Willi withal! endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thefe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofefl I hauc done to thee, 

£1** 3c bnefe, left chat the proceifc of thy kindnetlc 
LaiNongcr telling then thy kindnelle doo. 

K. Then know that from my loule ) loue thy daughter. 
$)j. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

Kiwr. What do you thinkc ? 

£ht. That thou doeft Ioue my daughter from thy foule, 
nJ, So horn thy foul'cs l oue didft thou her brothers, . ■ ' 

And from my hcartsToue / do thauke thee for if, 

Xing. Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning. 

I meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And meane to make her Queene of England. 

Say then, who doelt thou meane (hall be her king? 

Euen he that makes her Queene, how (hould clfc? 

Q)u. What thou? 

King. /,cucn 1, what thinkc you of it Madame? 

How can ft thou wooe her? 

King. That Ivvouldjlcarne of you, 

^ " As one that were bed acquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou learncof me? 

Madam with all my heart. 

Oh Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A pairc ofbleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward;and Y irke, then happily (lie will wcepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 

Did to thy father, a handkcrcheffc fteept in Rutlans blood, 

And bid her dric her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this Inducement force her notto loue. 

Send her a (lory of thy noble a&s: 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vacle Clarence, 










of Richard the third* 

Her vncle Riuers,yea,and for her fake 
Madeft quicke conueiance with her good. Aunt Anne. 

Ki«£.Come, come, ye mockc me, this is not the way 
To winneyourdaughter. 

Qy. There is no other way, 

Vnlcilc thou cotildft put on (ome other fliape, 

And not, be Richard that hath done all this. 

K ing. /nferre faire England, -s peace by thisalliancc. ■i*'— 
Q^. Which (lie (lull purcha(e with tlill lifting warre. 

K mg. Say that the king which may command intreats. 
That at her hands which the kings kingforbid. 

K wg. Say (lie (liall be a high and mightie Queene. 

Qh. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

K wg. Say I will loue her euetlaftingly. 

Q 5 But how long dial! that title tuei laft. ? 

Kt»f. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liucs end. 

Qw. But how long fairely (liall that title laft? 

K tug. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it, 

Qy. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

K Mg. Say 1 herfoueraigneam her fubieft loue. 
q £ But (he your fubied loaths fuch foueraingtie, 

Yang. Be eloquent in my bechalfetoher. 

Q«. An honeft tale fpecds beft being plainely told. 
Kn^.rhcn in plainetcarmes tell her my losing tale, 

Q 5 Plainc and not honeft is too harfti a ftile. 

K mg Madame,yourreafonsaretoo (hallow & too quick, 
Q 5 O no, my rcaloRS arc too deepe and dead. 

Toodcepe and dead poore infants in their grauc, %%%g 
% Harpe on it ftill ftiall I, till heart- firings break c. 

Yang Now by my George, my Garter and my Crowne. 
Q^fProph'andjdidionordjandthc third vfurped. 

Kmg. I fwearc by nothing. 

CU By nothing, for this is no oath. 

Theueorge prophand,hath loft his holy honour : 

* The Garter blemiftit ,pawnd his knightly vertue : 

T'he Crowne vfurpt,difgrac'this kingly dignitie, 

mritunq Iffonicthingthouwiltlwcaretobebclceudc, 

S wearc then by fomething that thou haft not,wrongd. 
KM£.Now,bythcjotld. ^ ^ 
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TheTragedie 

Tis full of thy foulc wrongs. 

King. My fat has death. 

Qu. Thy fclfe hath that diflionord. 

Kmg. Then by my felfe. 
gu. Thy fclfe, thy fclfe mifufeft. 

King. . Why, then by God. 

Ch. Gods wrong ismoftofall: 

If thou had ft feard,to breakcan oath by him, 

The vnitie the King my brother made, 

Had not beene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him, 

The cmperiall mettcl circling now thy_brow, jzsf 
Had graft the tender temples of my chtlde, 

And. both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fcllowesfor duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prayc for wormes. 

King. Bythetimctocomc. 

£k % That thou haft wrongdin timeorepaft, 

For 1 my feife haue many tearcs to wa(h 

Hereafter time for time, by thee paftwrongd, 

The children hue,whofc parents thou haft flaughtrttj, 
Vngouernd youth, to way le it with their a ge. 

The parents line whofc children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plants to waile it with their age : 

S weare not by ti m e to come, for that thou ha ft 
Mifufcd,csrc vfcd,by time rnifufed orepaft.^ 

King. As I entendto profperand repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftilearmes,my felfe my felfe confound. 

Day yccld me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofite,al| planets of good futke 
To my proceedings, ifwith pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated dcuotion,holy thoughts, 

I rende r not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happinefte and thine, 
without her,foI!ovvcs to this land and me, 

_ To thee, herfelfe, and many a Chriftianfoule, 

Sad defolation, ruinc and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

v It will not be auoided but by this t 



of Richard the third. 

Therefore good mother (I muft call youfo) 

Betbcatturney of my Iouctohcr. 

Plcade what I will be, not what I haue beene, 

Not by defcrts,butwhat/willdeferuc: 

Vrge the neccflitie and Hate of times, 

And be not pceuifli fond in great dclignes. 

J>#. Shall I be tempted of the Diuell thus ! 

King. I, if the diuell tempt thee to do good. 

<>)f. Shall 1 forget my fclfe to be my fclfe ! 

King. I, ify our felfes remembrance wrong yourfelfe. 

Jgu. But thou didft kill my children. ■ ^ 

“iCw. But in your daughters wombe, Ilc buric t hem, 

Where in that ncftoffpiccrietjiereftuli breed, 

Sclfcs ofthcmfclucs to your recomfiturc. 

Qu. Shall /go win my daughter to thy will? 

'King. And be a happy mother by.the deed, && 

I go,write to me very fhortly. 

Kin?. Bcare her my true loues kifte : farewell. Exitjgft. 
Relenting fooIe,and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foueraignc,on the Wefternccoaft, 

Rideth a puiftanr Name.To the fhorc, 

Throne many doubtfull hollow-hatted friends, 

VnarnvJ, and vnrefolud tobeatethem backe. 

Tisthought tna f Richmond is their A Jmirall : 

And there they hull, expetfing but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham® welcome them a wore. ir L 

K m 7 . Some light foo t friend, poft to the Duse of Norft 
Ratcliffe thyfelfe,or Catesbjt, where is hc. ? 

C«u Hcerc my Lord. 

Kin File to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 
fVhcn thou come ft there : dull vnmindfull villaine 

Wftiy ftandft thou ftilI,andgocft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Fuft mightic fcu«raignc,Icr mcknow yourminde, 

What from your grace 1 ftiall deliucr hun, , 24 

Kin?. O true, goodCatesbic, bid him leuie ftraighf, 

Thegreatcft ftrengthand power he can make, 

A 1rXt 'it : i s you/ highnes pleafurc l flia! do at Salisbury 

s&uUd Kin. Why wh«t \youldft_thou do there before I go . 

“ K $ Km? 



* MtV* AilgWUiW "" 

Your HighnelTe told me I fhould pod before,' 

K «'»£. My.minde is changd fir,my minde is changd, 

How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Dar. None good my Lord, to plcafeyou with the hearing 
Nor nonefo bad but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday,a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runtle fo many mile about, 

When thou may (l tell thy talc a neercr way, 

Once more what newes? 

Dar } Richmond is on the fcas- 

King. 7~hcre let him finke,andbethefeasonhim, 

White liuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guclTc. 

King. Well fir, as you gudfe, as youg iiclfc, a>9 VC 
Da. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Elie~ 

He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 

King. Is the Chayrc emptie?ts the fword vnfwaid? 

7s the king dead?the Empire vnpolTefl? 

What heirc ofYorke is there aliue but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkes heire? 

Then tell me what doth he vpon the fea ? 

Dar. Vnletfcfor that my liege, / cannot guelle. 

King. Vnlclfc for that , he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot guetfc, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult, and flietohim/fcare. 

Dar. No mightielicgc, therefore miftruft me not. 

K mg. Where is thy power then„to beat c him backe? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wefierne fhore, 

Safe condudingthe rebels from their (hippes. 

Dar. No my good Lord,roy friendrare in the North. 
King. Cold friends to Richard, what do they in theNorth? 
When they flrould ferue, their foueraigne in the W< ft, 

Dar. They hanenot bin commanded mightic foueraigne 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giuc m : lcaue, 

He muftervp my friendsand mecteyour Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie Hull pleafe. 

Kmg. /, I, thou wouldft be gone to ioinc with Richmond, 
/will nor trull you Sir. 

Dar. moft mightic foueraigne, 



ot Kicnard rne tmra. 

You hauc no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

I ncuer was nor neuer will be falfe. 

Km. Well, go milder men.: but hearc you, leauc behinde Z^c. 
Your (onne George Stanlie,iookc your faith be firmc : 

Or etfe,bis heads alfurance is butfraile. 

Dar. So de«le with him, as I prouetruc to you. ExitDar. 
Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Gracious foueraigne, now in Dcuonlhirc, -• 

As I by friendsam well aduercilcd, 

Sir William Courtney,and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his bro her there, 

With many mo con federates, arc in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My liege, in Kentthc Guilfordsarc in armes, 

And euery hourc more competitors 

Flockc to their ayde,and ftili their power increafeth. 

Enter another MejJ enger. 

Mef. My Lord,thearmieofthe Duke of Buckingham. 

' He (Iriketh him . 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef. Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring isgood. 

My newes is, that by Ridden flood and fall ofwater, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armic is difpcrft and feattered. 

And he himfclfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King- O l cry you mcrcie,I did miftake, 

Ratcliffc reward him for the blow 1 gaue him i 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my hcgc. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef Sir Thomas’Louell and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tis fa id my Liegeare vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

TheBritcaine Nauieisdifperft, Richmond in Dorlhisc 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the (bore, 

If they were his afliftant3yea,or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham, 

V pon his partie : he miftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Brittaine. ^ 
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King. March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes," 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet to bcate downe thefe rebels hereat home* 

Enter Cat csby •; 

Qat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the bed newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they mult betold. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
Aroyallbattell might be wonne and loll. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me.* - 

Ente' Darbie,Sir Chriftopker. " ■ 

Da r. Sir Chriftopher, rell Richmond this from me, 
That in the (lie ofthis moft bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The fearcofthat, withholds my pjrefentaide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now i 

Cbri[t. At Pcmbrooke,oratHerford-wedin Wales. 
Dar. What men of name refortto him ? 

S. Ckrifi. Syr WalterHerbert,arcnowmedfouldicr,' , 
SyrGilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted / , cmbrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their oourfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar. Retumc vnto.roy Lord, commend me to him, 
Tel! hi m ,t he Queene hath hartily confented 
He fhall efpowie Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluehim ofmymindc, 

Farewell. Exeunt. 



Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. WilTnotKing Richard letmefpeakewithhim? 
R,\t, No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Bmc. Hjfihg$,and Edwards children. Riuers, Gray, 
Holy KingHenry.and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaugham,anda!l that hauemifearried, 

By ynderhandcorrupted,fowI< iniuftice. 












of Richard the third. 

/f that your raoodie difeontented fbulcs, 

Do through the eloudes behold this prefent hotire, 

Euen for reuengc,mccke my dcdru&ion.* 

This is Allfoules day fellowes,is it not/ 

Rat. ft is my Lord. 

Bmc. fVny then AllfbulesdaV, is my bodies doomefiJay* 
Tnis is the day, that in king Edwards time 
I wifht might fall on me, when 1 was found ^ 

Falfe to his children ; or his wines allies : 

This is the day wherein /wifht to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him 1 truded rood : 

This, this Allfoules day, to my fearefullfoule, 

Is the determined refpit of mv wrongs: 

Thit high all-fcer that /dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained praicr on my head, 

And giuen in earned what 1 begd in lead. 

Thus docth he force the fowrd of widked men 
To turnc their points on their matfters bofomc: 

Now Margarets curfc is fallen vpon my head, 

W hen he guoth flie,fha!I fplit thy heart with forrow, 
Rcmembei Margaret was a ProphetdTc. 

Come firs, conuey me to the blocke of (liame, 

Wrong hath but wrong ,and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets . 

Rich. Fellow# in armcs,and my mod louing frftnds, 
Bruifd vndernearh theyoake oftyrannte, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Hauc we marchton without impediment: 

And here receiue wc from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragement, 

The wretched, bloudie, and vfurping bore, - 

That fpoild your fommer ficld, and fruitful! vines,, 

S wils your warnie blood like wafh,and makes his troug 
In your inboweid bofomes. this foule fwinc 
Lies nojveucn inthecenterofthis/le, 

Neare to the towne of.Leycedcr as wc Icarne: 
FfomTamworth*bithcr,isbut.oncdaiesm?rch, ' 

In Gods nam e chearc on,couragious friends, 

To reape the h«rued of perpetual 1 peace. 

L By 

* ,>r . 1 — ! *»—■ «» -f a a-i Virfrfc Mefcfll: 
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By this one bloudie trial of fliarpe warre. 

i Lor. Eucry mans confciencc is a thoufanci [words 
To 6ghc againfl that b'.oudic homicide. 

I doubt not bur his friends will flic ro vs. 

j. Lor. He hath is© friends , but who are friends for feare, uTf?aJh 
Which in his greatert need will Hiring from him. 

Rich. AW for our vanugc,then in Gods name march, 

True hope is fwiftyand flics with fwallowcs wings, 

Utops u make Gods, and meaner creatures kings 

'Later K Richard , Not ffliatcliffe^Catesbl ^wtth others. 

Kht's. Here pitch our tents, cuen iicrc in Bolworch field, 

Why how now Catcsby, why lookeft thou fo fad? 

Cat My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

Kina. Norffbike.coaie hither: 

Norffoike,we muft hauc knockes,ha,rouft we not? 

X jr . We mud both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 
jCio j. Vp with my tent there, here w ill 1 lye to night, 

But where to morrow?wella(J is one for that; 

Who hath dtferied the number of the foe? 

AV.Sixe or feuenthoufand is their greateft number. 

King Why our battalion trcbels that account, 

BefiJcs, tickings name is a tower of flrength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 
y p vi jth my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs fiuucy the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc men of found direction, 

Lets want no di(cipline,makc no delay, 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. _ Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Loras. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden fcatc, 

And by the bright tr acke of his fienc Carre, 

Giucsfignal! of a goodly day to morrow ; 
jy r ,e re is fir Ifillwm Brand on, he (hall beare niy fianderd, 

The Earle of Pembrookckeepe his regiment, 

Good captaine Blunt, bcarc my good night to him, 

A. id by thefecond home in the morning, 

Delife rhcEn laco fee me in my tent, 

Yet one t tajbg more- good 5lunt before thdu goefl - 
Where is ®rd Stanly quartcrd,docfl thou know ? 

Eir.r.t, yaks l hauc miflaiic his colours much. 



Richard the third. 

Which well I am allur'd I baue not done 
' His regiment liet balfeamtleatleafl. 

South from the tnightie power of the king. 

Rich. If without perill itbepoflibfe, 

Good captaine Biunt beare my good night to him, 

Andgiue him from me, thismofl needful fctowle. 

Blunt Fpon tny life my Lord, Ilevndertakeif. 

Etch, Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me fome Inkc and paper in my tent, 

He draw the forme and modleofour batteil, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 
t. >4nd partin iuft proportion our fmall flrength: 

Come, let vs confide vpon to morrowes bufindfc. 

In to our tent, the airc israweand cold. 

Enter K. Richard , Norjj.E. a t cliff e, (fa t c; Ly 

King. What is a clocke? 

Cat. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper time, 

King, I will not fup to night, giue me fome /hkc& paper, 

’ What , is my beuercalier then it was i 
y^nd all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege-and all things are in readinelle, 

King Good Norffnlke, hie thee to thy charge, 
yfc cat efull watch,chu(e truftic Ccntincll. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

Kwg. Stur with the Lar£e to morrow gentle Korffo%. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

Kirv£. Caresbie. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Kin (7. Send out a Purfcuantatarmes 
To Stanelys regi ment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun rifingdesfl his fonne George fail 
Into the blinde cauc of eternJI night. 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watt h, 

Saddle white Surrey for th 1 " field to morrow, 

1 Lt it'hr that my flaucs be found and nc t too hcauy R atlifFc. 

Rat M' Lord. 

Khg. Sawell thou the melancholy L. Northumberland ? 

Rat. 7~homag.fi t E leof Surrey and hiplelfe,* 

dXc, Much about Coddhut ci me, from troupe to tr; upc 
\.z Went 







Went through the armic chearing vpthe fouldiers. 

King. So / am fatisfied.giue me a bowle of win*? 

I haue not that alacritieoflpirit, 

Nor chearc of minde that I was wont to hauc: 

Set it dowr.c,Is Inkc and paper readic ? 

Rat. /t is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch,leaue me, 

Ratclitf'c about the nudof night come to my tent 
And helpe to armcmc: lc<aie me / fay. Exit Ratliffs. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Dar. Fortuneand vitforiefiton thy he I me. 

%ycb. All comf ort that the darke night can affbord, 

Be to thy perfon, noble fa< her in lawc, 

Tell me how fires our noble mother? 

Dar. I by atturncy blclfc thec from thy mother, 

Whopnies continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that :thclilenthoures ftealeon, 

And flakicdarkncllcbrcakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe/or fo the fcafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thy battel! early in the morning, 

And pur thy fortune tothearbritrement 
Of bloudieftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

I as / may, that which l would /cannot, 
fV\ih bed a Jusrhtage will deceiue the time? 

Aad aide thee in thisdoubtfull fhockcofarmes: 

But on thy fide / may not be too forward, 

Leftbeing feene.thv brother tcnder George 
Be executed in his fathers light. 

Farewell, the Icifure and the fearefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowfs of lone, 

A id ample cnterchangc offweetdifcourfc, 

Which fo long Hindered friends fliould dwell vpon, 

God giue vilcifurefbr thefc rightsofloue, 

Once more adiew,bc valiant and fpeed wcell. 

Rich. Good Lords condutft hi ar> to his regiment .* 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Left leaden Humber peife me downe ro morrow, 

When /fliould mount with wings of vitftory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Exeunt. 
O thou whole captatnc / account my lelfc, , 
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of Richard the third. 

Lookcon my forces with a gracious eye; 

Put in their hands thybrufing Irons of wrath, ' 

That they may crufh downe with a hcauie fall, 

The vfnrping helmets of our aduerfarics, 

Makcvsthy mimfters of chaftifemcnt, . 

That we may praifetheeio thy vitftorie, ^e. 

To thee T do commend my watchfullfoule, 

Eere I iet fali t he windowes of mine eyes, 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill. . 

Enter the ghefiof prince Ed.fonne to Henry the fixt. 

Ghoft to K.Ri. Let me fit hcauie on thy foulc to morrow, 
Thinkc how thou fhbfl me in myprimeofyouth, 

At Teukcsbury : difpaire therefore and die. 



To Rich. Be chccrefull Richmond, for the wronged ferules 
Of butchred Princes fight in thy bchalfe, 

King Henries Blue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghoft of Henry the fixt. 

Gho.to K- Ri. rvhtn I was mortal!, my annointed body, 

By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower ,and me : difpaire and die. 

Harric the fixt bids thec difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Vcrtuous and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophefied rhou fliouldeft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe,liueand flourifli. 

Enter the Ghoft tf Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit hcauie on thy foulc to morrow, 

I that was wafiit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death : 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgclefTe fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Thou offfpring oftbe heufeof Lancafter, 

The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battel l,liue and flourifh. 

Enter the Ghofi of Ritters, Gray, Vaughan. 

Rite. Ler me fit hcauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Riuers that died at Pomf ret.difpairc and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foulcdifpaire. 

Taagh. Thinke vpon Vaugham,and withguiltic feye' 

Let fall thy launcc,dilpaircand die. 



i nc 1 r ageuie 

All to nick Awake and thinke out wrongs in Rf. bofome, ff f X ' 
Will conquer him?awakeand winthe day. 

Enter the Ghoficf L Uafiingf. 

Gho. Bloody and guiltir, gu ltily awake? 

And in a bioody battel I end thy dsyes. 

Thinke on Lord Haftmgsyjifpaire and die. 

To Ri. Qnic f vc troubled fouk, awake, awake, 

Armc,figiu and confer for fail e Englands fake. 

Enter the G hefts ofthetwoyong °rinces. 

> Gho-to K.R.D reatneon chyfcoufme fmoothred in the 
,1^ LctvsbelaiiLvvithinthy bofome Richard, (Tower, 

"" And weigh thee downe to ruine, ihamc'and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

ToRi. SieepeR chmond llecpe,in peace, and wake inioy, 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fennesdo bid thee flounfh. 

Enter the Ghcfi of ffhteene Aunt his wife. 

Richard ,thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neucr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgcIelfetword,difpaireanddie. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fleepc thou a quiet fleepc, 

Drea me of fu ccc He and happy vi&orie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham. 

The firft was /that hclpt thee to the Crowne, 

The iafi was 1 that felt thy tyrannic, 

0,in the battell thinke on Buckingham? 

And die in terror of thy guiitinelTe : 

Dreame on,dreamc on?of bloody deeds and death? 

Fainting difpaire,dif pairing yeeld fhy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 

Butchcaretiiy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride; 

K. Richard ftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfe, bind vp my wounds: 

Haue meretc Icfu ; foft,I didbut dreame. 




of Richard the third.’ 

O coward confidence, how doeft thou afflifl: me ? 

The lights hurnc blew-, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefnll drops Hands on my trembling flefh, 

What do I fcarc my felfe ? theres none elfc by, 

Richaid loues Richard, that is,Iaju I : off . 

Is there a murtherer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then Hie, what from my felfe ? great rcafon why. 

Left I rcuengc.What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alackc 1 loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
Aad That 1 my felfe haue done vnto my felfe ? 

0 no : alas 1 rather hate my felfe, 

For hatcfull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a villair.c,yct 1 lye, I am not. 

Fooleof thy filfefpeake well,foolc do not Batter, 

My confidence hatha thoufand feuerall tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condcmnewnefora villaine s 
Pcriurie, in the>ighcft dcgjre, 

Murthcr, Herne murther,in the dv reft degree, 

All feuerall linnes,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng afiro the barre,crynigall,guiltie,guiltie. adL 
I flnll difpaire, there is no creatme loues me. 

And if I die,r o foulc fliall pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould they c fince that I my felfe? 

Finde in mv (elfc, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the fbulesofall that/murthred 
^^—^Cameall to my tent, and euery one did threat 

T o morro ives vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratc/ijfc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zo ihi .) s,who i s there ? 

Rtf RafdtBe,my Lord,;is I :the early village coc|ce 
Hath twife done falu ation to the morne, 

Your friends are yp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O RatcLiffe,! haue dreamda f -archill dreame, 
WhatthinkH thou, will our friends pi cue all true? 

Rat. No doubt mvLord. 

King. O Ratcliffe,! fcarc, 1 feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord.be not afraid oflhadowes. 
Kmg. By the A pa tile Paui,(hadowes to nigh;t 





The Tragedlff 

Haue (kooke mors terror to the foulc of Richard, 

Then can the fuoitance of ten thoufand fouldicrs 
Armed in proofe,dhd led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis notyetneare day, com* goewithme, 

Vnder our Tents He play checwefe-dropgcr,. 

To hcarc if any wcanc'to ihrinke from me. Exeunt. 

- Enter the Lords to Rtcbmend. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Cric mercy Lords, and watchful] Gentlemen, 

That you hauetanca tardie (luggard here. 

Lor. How hauc you. flept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft flcepe,and faired boding dreamas, 
Thateuerentrcdinadrowilc head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 

4k Me thought their fou!cs,whofe bodies Richard murthcred, 3 
Came to my tent, and cried on vi&one : 

I premifeyou my foulc is very iocund, 

In the remembrance of fo fairca dreame. 

Howfarrc into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor. Vponthe drukcoffoure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,andgiuc direction. 

Morethen I haue (aid, loumg countrymen, (Hu Oranonto 
The Icifurcand inforcemcnt ofthetime, (hisfouldiers. 
Forbids to dwell vpon,yct remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The pra vers of holy Saints and wronged fouics, 

Like high reard buhvarkcs.dand before our faces; . 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againrt,. 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follows 
For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bIoud,and one in bloud crtablirtied : 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 

And llaughrercd thofe that were the meanes to Kelpe him* 

A bafe foule rtone,made precious by the (bile 
Of England? chairc, where he is fd fly fet, 

One that hath cuer bene Gods encmic : 

Then if you aghtagainrt Gods enemic, 

God will in i nil ice ward you as his fouldiers s 
ZZcJ-s- 1 f VOU do fweare.ro out a tyrant downe, 



of Richard the third. 

You rtcepein peace, the tyrant being’ (Line, 
if you do fight againrt your countries foes, 

Yourcountricsfat,(lial! pay your paines the hire. 

Ii you do fight in (afegard ofyour wiues, 

Your wiues Hull welcome home the conquerors.* 

Ifyou do frceyo«r children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age: 

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduanceyour (landards,draw your willing fwords 
For me, the ranfomc of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold face: sJk***'^ 

Butif I thriue,thegaine of my attempt, * Z 1 /. 

The leaf! of you (hall (lure his partthereof, ^ 

Sounddrums and trumpets boldly, and cheerfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond, and vi&oric. 

Enter K iug Orchard, Rat . Qdc. 

King. Miatfaid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 

S^r.That he was neucr trained vp in armes. 

Kw*. He find thetruth,and what laid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid,the better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right , and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the clockc there. T he dock* (triketb. 

Giue me a iCalcndrc,who faw the Sunne to day ? 

Nor /my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to fhine.forby thebookc 
Hefhould haue brau’d the Eaftan houreagoe, 

A blacke day will it be to Tome bodic Rat. j 

Rat. My, Lord. 

V King The Sunne will not befeenc to day, 

The skie doth frowne and lowrc vpon our armie, 

I would thefe dcawic.’teares were from the ground, 

Nctfhine today : why, what is that Jo me 
More then to Richmond? for the feife-famc heauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon him. 

Ehter.Norffolke. 

Nor. -4rme,arme,my Lord, the foe vaunts in the ficra. 

King Come, hurtle, bu(llc,caparifon my horfc, 

Call vp Lord Stanly,bid him bringhis power, 

/will lead forth my fouldicrs to the plcaine, 

■ : KL ^AnjL. 
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The Tragedie 

And thus my battcll (hall be ordered* 

My fore ward (hall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foote, 

Our Archers (hail be placed in the raid It, 

John Duke of Norffolkc, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall hauc the leading of the foote and horlc, 

They thus direded, we will follow 

In the maine battcll, whefe pui fiance cm cither fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft boric: 

This, and Saint George to boote, what thinkeft thou Not 
Nor. A good direction warlike foucrasgne, Hefherreth - 

This found Ion my tent this rooming. bmapaper. 

Jockey of Norjfol kf be mtfobola, <3 
For Dickon thy maifier it bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the cneroic, 

Goc Gentclemen eucry man vntohts charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 

Confcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuilde as firfi to £ccpe the llrong in awe, Q 

Our llrong armes be our confcience Jw^rdspur lawc 

March on.ioyne brauely,lct vsrtoo it pell me.., 

If not to hcaucn,then hand m hand to hell. /f" 

What (hall I fay more then 1 hauemferd* his Artme. 
Remember whom you areto cope withall, j£L 
A fort of vagabonds ,raf<:ols and runa waits, 

^feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants 
Whom their erecloyed country vomits forth 
To defperateaduentures Scaltur d d nru ^ 10 V 
You deeping file, they bring yjuito vnre ft: 

You luuing lands, & blctt * uh beauteous wines, 

They would reftraine theone,diftainetb.c other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrcy fellow* 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers colt, 

A m'ilkefopt ,onc that neuer in hislifc 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fliooes in (now : 

Lets whip thefe firaglers ore the fras apaine, 

Ladi hence thcfcoucrweening rags o France, 

The'efamifht beggers weary of their hues, 

\-kii. ~ u.** C..m A r>n t rv« r\n #Kic fnnn f vnlovf*. 



, . of Richard the third*/ c\ ^ / 

t/w i</asrtgr (rf Aa^A A ****** 

^-Tfwebe conquered, let men conquere vs, ,* 

i And not thde baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 

Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heircs of fhame. # q t 

Shallthcfcenioy our lands,lyc with our wiucs? 

Rauidi ourdaughters,harkc 1 hearctheir drum, 
ji'U- Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the head, , 

Spur your proud horles hard, and ride in bloud, \ 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, ; ; 

If'hat faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ! 

Jl4ef. My Lord, he doth dcnic to come. 

Km. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the encmie is pad the marlh, 

After the battailr, let George Stanley die. 

Kino. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduante our ttandards,fctvpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inlpire vs with thcfpleeneof ficrie Dragons, 

Vpon thcm,vidofic fits on helpcs. 

Alarum fxcur/iotfs, Enter Catesbie. 

Fit. Refccwmy Lord oi Norfolkr ,rt(ccw,rc(cew 
.g King cnadls more wonders then a man, 

Dating an oppolitc tot ttery danger, 

His hoi ie is (laine ,ardail on foote he h?h fs > 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Rvfcew faire Lord . or die the day is loft. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A boric, a horfe, my kingdomeforahorfe. 

Cat. Withdraw mv Lord.ile hclpeyou toa horfe.. 

Km. Shuc Ihaucfctr-y IttevponacaU 
And 1 will (land the h »z*rd oftne dye, 

I thmke there be fixe Richmonds in m. held, 

F.uc hauc 1 flame to day,m ftead of him 

Z En,<, D.a,h«. V h. 
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T be Tragedie 

Loe here this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch) 

Hauc l pkickc off to grace thy brawes withall, 
Wcarcir,and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God ofheauen fay Amen to ail. 

But tell me^'s yeungGeofge Stanley liuing i 
Dar. He is my Lord and fate in Letter Towne, 
thither if it pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 
Rich. W hat men of name arc flaine on either fide? 
lohn D ukt of Nor filke , Wn ter Lord jfttru, fir Rob- 
Rrskenbur) , & fir V/illuim Brandon. 

Rich, Enterthcir bodie^as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouidiers fled, 

That in fubnnffion will re? tunc to vs, 

And then as we hauc tane the Sacrament) 

(Ve will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile hcauen vpon this fairc cpniun&ion, 

That long hauc frownd vpon their enmitiej 
What traitor hcares me, and fayes not Ajrocn ? 
England hath long bene madde-and fcard’herfclfc) 
The brother blindly filed the brothers blood, 

The father faddy flaughcered his ownc fonne, 

The fonne compeId,bene butcher ro the lire, 

All thisdiuided Yorkcand Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

Onow let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceedcrs ofeach royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 

And let thy heires fGodif thev w illbcfo^ 

Enrich the time to come with fmoorh-faue peace, 
t^ith fmilirig plentie,and fkire profperoU3 dayes. 
Abate the edge of traitors, {fraciotts; Lord, 

That would reduce thcfebloudicdaieiagainc. 

And make poore England wcepe in flreamcsofblotld 
Let them not Hue tu fade this lands encreafc, 

That would with treafon wound this fairc lands peace. 
Nowciodl wou ids arc ftopt, peace lines againe, 

That die may long hue heate,God fay Amen. 
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